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I.ETTER I. 



Mr Simmons^ Surgeon in Manchester. 

Lichfield, Jan. 20, 1802. 

JJbah Sir,**— I am ashamed of not having sooner 
acknowledged your obliging attention in sending 
me a paper from the Amierican press, which 
states a circumstance so remarkable. I do not, 
however, exactly perceive what poetic use could 
be made of it, or of the coincidence of the fall 
of that tree with the tidings of the traitor's death, 
whose treachery to his country brought' the ami-^ 
able and gallant Major 'Andr6 into that dire 
snare, which drew upon his head the doom of a 
disgraceful and unsoldierlike death. In the first 
paroxysm of anguish for the fate of my beloved 
friend, I wrote that Monody under, the belief that 
he was basely murdered rather than reluctantly 
sacrificed to the belligerent customs and laws. 
I have since understood the subject better. Ge* 
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iieral WaahingtoD allowed hit aide-de-camp to 
turn to Englaiid after peace was established^ and 
American independence acknowledged; and he 
commisnoned him to see me, and request my «^ 
tention to the papers he sent for my perusal ;cofMe8 
of his letters to Andr^, and Andr6's answers, m 
his own hand, were amongst them. Concere, 
esteem, and pity, were avowed in those of the 
General, and warm entreaties that he would oige 
Greneral Clinton to resign AnK^d in eidiange 
for himself, as the only means to avert that sacri- 
fice which the laws of war demanded. Mr An- 
cM's letters breathed a spir^ of gsatitude (o Ge- 
neral Washington for the interest he took im Ids 
psesenratiMi, but &«riy decKned ihe appUcatioo 
to General Clinton. The other pi^pers were mn 
nutes of the court-martial, finom which it mj^ 
peared, that General Washington had Uboured 
to avert die sentence a g ainst Aadr6, and to soKeo 
die cinamistances of disguised dress, and of those 
fatal drawings of fhe enemiea' outworks and situac* 
tion, which pkced hkn in the diaracter of a spy 
mlher thi^ that of a nq^otiator. Tlie GeneraPs 
n«rt firuitless endeavour was to have obtained die 
grant of poor Andr6's petition, to die a less ^s* 
graceftd deidi. {lis voice, dM»agfa commandeff 
ai the American arnnes, counted but as one on 

the court-npartial. Gepieral Washii^ton did me 

9 
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the faoBoor to dnrge hb axb-de-cm^ to assttre 
Oke, tbat no drcamtonce of Us life had given 
Urn BO much pain as the necessary sacrifice of 
fAndri's tife, and dmt nei^ to diat deplored event, 
ike censure passed npon hkaself in a poem which 
he acfanved, and for virhich he loved the author; 
adso to express has hope^ diat, whenever 1 reprinlF- 
ed the Monody, a note m%ht be added^ whidi 
ahouid tend to aeqmt him of diat imputed inexor- 
able and cruel severity which had doomed to ig- 
nommious death a gallant and amiable prisonar 
of war. 

. With that juitt reqaest I imnnediately complied^ 
by a paper sewed to the copy of my poem, from 
which I mean the future ecErtion should be prmt* 
ed^ if I should live to collect my works and pub« 
lirii them in a miseellaDy. So many years hte 
the design been defeired, tbrou^ a drtead of the 
fiUjgue and solicitude that must intend its exec:a- 
tton, as to induce me to believe 1 shall never have 
resolution for the task. 

From the hour I conversed with General WaA- 
ington's officer, and perused these papers^ I have 
regretted 4ie injustice of which I had been gu9ty, 
vnthout any consciousness that I was injurious. 

Were I to take the fall of the tree, or, I 
should rather say, its destruction, for the subject 
of another ode^ how must I speak of the fell of 
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Andrei comrinced, as I now an, that itwaa the 
inevitable consequence of tboae rash hazards to 
which he put his safety in the zeal of being usefbl 
to the English cause? Must Iconsider thattree.as 
supernatorally destroyed in token of the anger of 
Heaven against those who doomed the ever-dear 
victim who was first seized beneath its bouf^ ? 
That would be to persist in sentiments which I 
have long known were erroneous/ and unjust to 
the character of one of the wisest and best of 
men; the fadier and preserver of his country; 
her rescuer from oppression, the source of her 
independency and rising prosperity. 

On the 1st of last December Mr Saville had a 
dangerous seizure, which he bdieves vras of a 
paralytic nature. I hope he is nustaken; but 
the small portion of strength which he previously 
enjoyed, has not yet returned, nor has he been 
able to venture out of doors, except one day, since. 
He and Mrs Smith desm to join me in compli- 
ments, and best wishes to yourself and Mrs Sim- 
mons. When I began this letter I had no 
thought of intruding upon your attention so loi^t 

1 remain, dear Sir, your obl^;ed friend* 



I ^ 
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LETTER 11. 

Mrs M. Powys. 

Lichfield, Feb. 5, 180^. 

My heart has often responded to the interesting 
contents of the letter before nie» and vexatious to 
me proved the perpetual occurrence of restrain- 
ing circumstances, that wasted, in fruitless pur- 
pose, the duty of an earlier acknowledgment 

Some part of the intervening time I had neither 
wish nor power to write, even to the dearest of 
my absent friends. That you are that dearest I 
can, without flattery, avow. Your kind bosom is 
a mirror which reflects my happiest years, and on 
your memory their sweetest delights are written. 
Friends of later date may be admired, esteemed, 
beloved, but, unconscious of Honora, cannot be 
dear to me as yourself. 

I have excited your attention, the friendly wish 
to learn what was that circumstance which wrapt 
my spirits in so drear a stagnation ; but you guess 
it, and you guess truly, that it was fears for his life^ 
who, as well as yourself is blessedly spiured to me 



8 LBTTBm U. 

from th^ wrecks of tune, of change, of mortalifj ; 
and who is not, as you, ahs! are, divided from me 
widdy, but with whom I can every day talk of 
past days, and of dl whose for ever lost society 
contributed to make them happy ; and who now, 
though slumbering in the dark and narrow houae, 
render pleasant the tales of other times, by die 
power of those indelible images of dieir peraoDS, 
thw talents, and their kinchess, which ihej have 
left in our hearts. 

You know Aat Mr Savflle's heakh has beett 
long precarious. On the first of December I 
received an alarmii^ summons to his house sH 
day-dawn. In the severe cold of the preceding 
day he had, against earnest renKmstraoce, been 
twice at church, where he read the first lessons^ 
and joined in tfie services andmthems. At six 
in the nunrning he found himsdf suddenly, and aa 
he believed, ftidy sdzed. He seemed to have 
lost die use of his limbs; could not bear die 
%ht, nor lift up his eyelids. I found him in Ub 
daughter's arms, perfecdy sensible, but shiveimg 
and tremUii^ violendy, and avowing his belief 
that his dissolution was near. Mrs Smith had 
sent for our skilful and hmnane physician, Dr 
Jones. He <Kd not arrive tiH nine, and before 
his arrival our poor jfnend pew better; his tKm- 
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bliQgs abated, and he could open his eyes. The 
Doctor comforted a» that the preaetA danger was 
iHibsiding. 

Atthat junctore Mr Saville was preparing to 
quit the little habitation which had sheltered him 
twenty-eight years. The old woman who slept 
in his house and waited upon him, was become 
nearly superannuated, and incapable of giving pro- 
per attendance in severe sickness. There was no 
third apartment in which his Auighter, Mrs 
Smith, could sleep. The neat little dwelling, 
which I had been fortunate enough to purchase 
for him, two doors below where he then lived, 
was nnaired, and wholly unfit for his reception. 
Dr Jones seconded my proposal, that he should 
be brought here in a sedan, where his daughter 
could be constantly with him, and sleep in a tent- 
bed in his apartmoit, and where he could have 
every necessary comfort and attendance. 

Thank God, be continued to amend surprising- 
ly, considering the violence of the seizure ; but re- 
aiained so weak and lethargic during some days, 
as to leave a sense <tf sad dismay upon my heart. 
The loiq^ and bkter frost perhaps retarded his par- 
tial recovery; partial, for he had many draw- 
backs, and has not yet, by any means, recovered 
^t litde portion of renovated strength which he 
gained on his summer excursion to the coast, and 
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into Wales, and nrfiich remailied wkh him t3I 
this perilous attack. He could not be .removed 
Mrith safety during tke winter's rigour. Meairtiiiie 
Mrs Smith exerted herself in preparing his new 
and lightsome habitation, and uMde it v^ oe^ 
and comfortable; removed all his books, aad 
little furniture, and last Mcmday Mrs Smith, Mr 
and Mrs Thomas White, and mjself, went with 
him to take possession, and drank tea and supt in 
his pleasant parlour. He has a good bed-chamber, 
a neat second room, for Mrs Smidi, if he should 
again want her nocturnal nearness to his perscm, 
and a third for his new servant. I know he will 
have your fervent wishes for his recovery, wski, m 
that trust, he presents to you his most affectionr 
ate respects. 

I do not recollect that you ever meiitkmed 
Mrs Scowen to me. Very inteiestmg i» her por- 
trait in your last letter. It is sad that the peace 
of so pure and liberal a mind should have been 
an almost incessant mark for the arrows of mis* 
fortune. I long to know more of her histoiy. 
Closely ccmnected with you these past thirty 
yeara,^ and I unconscious that you possessed a be- 
loved friend of that name ! It is then probable 
that she knew HoBora;-^e day-star of your 
youth,. and of mine. Ah! how often do I ex- 
claim, '' Be thou on a moon-beam^ Honors^ 
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near the window ^o( my rest^ when my soul is at 
peace^ and the hours of anxiety are past/' 

I wish Mrs Scowen would accompany you on 
your promised visit to me this spring. O ! how 
long it is since we met ! Your next letter will, I 
trusty fix the period for restoring you to my cor- 
poral sense, whose image has, from early youdi, 
lived in my mind, with many many a regret for the 
distance which divides our persons. If our poor 
friend continues tolerably well ; if I have not to 
mourn the loss of his existence, or its comfortless 
debility, how glad shall I be to see you both to- 
gether, whom, in days long fled, I have so often 
seen with a third> that, in this World, I must see 
no more, except with the faithful eye of conse- 
crating remembrance. 

That Miss G. Hardy's constitution, rescued 
from terrible suffering and danger, by the skill of 
Dr Mosely, retained its state of progressive health, 
when you last wrote to me, I rejoice. I hope 
this winter's rigour has not thrown back the ami- 
able creature into her long oppressive malady. 

How lamentably disease prevails amongst those 
sisters, and how dreadfully pitiable was their late 
maternal loss? Their beloved brother's return 
will illuminate, for a while, ttie darkness of regret, 
and impart as much of joy as cruel disease will 
permit to arise. I am glad that kind brother .is 
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ttot amoDgiit the GOW^ieM mtiMS of die bte firoife* 
less and remorseless war* 

General Ghriofield and his anuaUe lady UA us 
before your last arrival. It was one universd m^ 
gret that she was only lent, not given to oar Utdn 
city ; but we wore consoled that she melted aw^f 
frcMu us in the blessed sunshine of retumini^ 
peace. 

Well and wise^ do you spedk on its subject^ 
concemhig those redeeming contingencies which 
the never-ending flight of days and years mqr 
brii^ to rescue dui country from the daiq;eroa8 
situation in which the presumptuous foUy, the 
rashness and cruelty of her late, rulers, have placed 
her; who, in defiance of the solemn warnings, 
and self-evident truths, which their wiser op- 
ponents uttered, from time to time, in die senate, 
persisted in purchasing, wiA her gold and het 
blood, the supremacy of her tot. 
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LETTER III. 

Walteb Scott, Esq* 

Lichfield^ April 29> 1802. 

Accept tty warmest thanks for the so fiir 
overpayiBg boimty of year Ikerary present*. In 
speaking of its contents, 1 shall demonstrate that 
my sincerity may be tn»ted, whatever cauwe I 
may give you to distrust my judgment. In saying 
that you dare not hope your works will entertain 
Hie, you evince the existence of a deep precon- 
ceived disUiBSt of the latter faculty in my mind. 
That distrust is not, I flatter myself, entirely 
founded, at least if I may so gather from the de^ 
tight with which I peruse all that is yours, whe- 
dier prose or verse, in these volumes. 

Your (Ussertations place us in Scotland, in the 
midst of the feudal period. They throw the 
«tropigest light on a part of history indistinctly 
sketched, and partially mentioned by the English 
historians, and which, till now, has not been suf- 

* BfiuBtreby of tbe icotish Botdor, connstiiig of bistoiical 
aid roaMuit^ Inaads, cotteeted by W«lUr Seott^ £^.-*JS» 
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ficiendy elacidated, and rescued by those of your 
country, from the imputed guilt of unprovoked 
depredation on the part of the Scots. 

The old border ballads of your first Yolome, 
are so far interestii^y as they corroborate your 
historic essays ; so fieur valuaUe, as that they fom 
the basis of them. Poetically considered, little 
surely is their worth ; and I must think it more to 
the credit of Mrs Brown's memory, than of her 
taste, that she could take pains to conunit to re- 
membrance, and to retain there, such a quantity 
of uncouth rhymes, almost totally destitute of 
all which gives metre a right to the name of 
poetiy. 

Poetry is like personal beauty; die homeliest 
and rough^t language cannot conceal the fiist^ 
any more than can coarse and mean apparel the 
second. But grovelling coUoquial phrase, in num- 
bers inharmonious ; verse that gives no picture to 
the reader's eye, no light to his understanding, 
no magnet to his a£Gsctions, is, as composition, no 
more deservii^ bis pnuse, tban coarse fimns and 
features in a be|g;ar's raiment, are worth his at- 
tention. Yet are there eritics who seem to mis- 
take the squalid dress of lai^uage for poetic ex- 
cellence, provided the verse and its mean garb be 
ancient. 

Of 4hat number seems Mr Pinkerton, in s<Hne 

6 
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of his notes to those old Scotish ballads which he 
published in 1781 ; and the late Mr Headly, 
more than so seems in that collection of ancient 
English ballads, which he soon after gave to the 
press. We find there an idiot'preference of the 
rude, and, in itself, valueless foundation, on which 
Prior raised one of the loveliest poetic edifices in 
our language, the Henry and Emma. With equal 
insolence and. stupidity, Mr Headly terms it 
'' Matt's versification Piece," extolling the im* 
puted sup^iority of Ae worthless model. It is 
preferring a biurber's block to the head of Anti- 
nous. 

Mr Pinkerton, in his note to the eldest Flowers of 
the Forest, calls it, veiy justly, an exquisite poetic 
dirge ; but, unfortunately for his decisions in praise 
of ancient above modem Scotish verse, he adds, — 
'' The inimitable beauty of the original, induced 
a variety of versifiers to mingle stanzas of their 
own composition ; but it is the painful, though 
n e cessary duty of an editor, by the touchstone of 
truth, to discriminate such dross from the gold of 
antiquity ;'' and, in the note to that pathetic and 
truly beautiful elegy. Lady Bothwell's Lament, 
he says the four stanzas he has given appear to be 
all that are genuine. It has since, as you observe, 
been proved, that both the Flodden Dirges, even as 
he has given diem^ are modern. Their beauty 
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was m touchstone, as he expicaics it^ whick ought 
have shewn dieir jmwgei biidi to a»j criti^ 
whose taste had not receifed the bnmd impraa- 
sion of that torpedo, aatiqiiafianisa. 

You, with all jour stseagth, originafity, aai 
richness of imagination, had a sh|^ touch of that 
torpedo when you observed that die mann e r of 
the aociettt minstrels is so hqqiily imitated m the 
first Flowers of die Forest, that it required the 
stroi^est, poritive evidence to coofince you that 
the song was of modem dale. The phsaaecrfogy, 
indeed, is of thdr texture, bi^ eonparing it widi 
die border ballads in your first vdume, I Ao^ 
have pronounced it modem, firom its so nmck 
more touching regrets, so much more lively pic^ 
tures. 

Permit me too to confess, that I can discoiyci 
very litde of all whii^ constitutes poetry in the 
first old tale, which you call beautiful, eseepChq; 
the second ^anza, which gives the unicoms aldw 
gate, and the portraits, ''with bolfy dboon their 
bfie/' To give Aem, n» great reac^ of §$ocy 
wia requisite^ but still diey are picture, aad'as 
such, poetry. 

Lord Maxwells Good N^t is but a sort ef 
inventory in ihyme of bis property, iolarqpeffsed 
with some portion of tenderness for his wife, and 
some expressions of regard for his friends; but 
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the first lias no picture, and the latter fitde pa- 
thos. Thi^t ballad induced me, by what appear- 
ed its deficiencies, to attempt a somewhat more 
poetic leave-takii^ of house, land, and live-stock. 
My ballad does not attempt the pathetic, and 
3fou will smite at my glossary Scotch. 

Mr Erskine's supplemental stanzas to the 
poem, asserted to have befen written by Collins 
on the Highland superstitions, have great merit, 
and no inferiority to those whose manner they 
assume. 

In the border-ballads, the first strong rays 
from the Delphic orb illuminate Jellom Grame 
in Ae 4th, l6th, 17th, IBth, and 20th stanzas. 
There is a good corpse-^picture in Clerk Saunders, 
the rude original, as you observe, of a ballad in 
Percy, which I have thought furnished Burger 
with the hmt for his Leonore. How little deli- 
cate touches have improved this verse in Percy's 
imitation ! 

« O ! if I cone wiUdn thy Iwwer 
I am DO mortil npao I 
And if I kiss thy rosy lip 
fhy days wiU not be long *.** 

And now, in these border baUads, the dawn 



•This stanza has no ibynMs, bat we do not miss them, so 
haimonioos is the metres— ^. 
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.of poety, which broke over Jellom GbwDc; 
gtre u gtheng on its progrew. Lord Thomas and 
har Annie has more beauty dian Percy's Iwllad 
of that title. It seems injudiciously altered horn 
tfiis in your collection ; but the Binnorie, of end- 
less repetition^ has nothing truly pathetic ; and 
the ludicrous use made of the drowned aiater^s 
body, by the harper making a harp of it, to 
which he sui^ her dirge in her father^s haU, is 
contemptible. 

Your dissertation preceding Tam Lme, in die 
second volume, is a little mine of mytfaologic in- 
formation and iiq;enious conjecture, however ms* 
lancholy the prooft it gives of dark and cruel 
superstition. Always partial to the fairies, I aa 
charmed to learn diat Shakespeare civilized the 
eI6ns, and, so doing, endeared dieir memory ob 
English ground. It is curious to find the Gre- 
cian Orpheus metamorphosed into a king of Win* 
Chelsea. 

The Terrible Graces look through a couple of 
stanzas in die first part of Thomas die Rhjrmer 
^ O diey rade on,** &c. also '^ It was tfiirk, mirk 
night;'' and potent are the poetic charms of diS{ 
second part of this oracular ballad, which yott{ 
confess to have been modernized ; yet more po 
tent in the third. Both of diem exhibit tende^ 
touches of sentiment, vivid pictures, lan(bcapes 
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• 

from nature, not from books, and all of them 
worthy the author of Glenfinlas. 

'^ O tell me how to woo thee*' is a pretty ballad 
of those timesy in which it was the fashion for 
lovers to wcurship their mistresses, and when bal- 
lads, as you beautiAilly observe, reflected the 
setting rays of chivalry. Mr Leyden's Cout 
Keelder pleases me much. The first is a su- 
blime stanza,. and sweet are the landscape-touches 
in the 3d, 10th, and 11th, and striking the winter- 
simile in the gth. The picture of the fern is new 
in poetry, and to the ^e, thus, 

^ The next blast that yonng Keelder blew^ 
The wind grew deadly still ; 
Yet the sleek fern, with fingciy leaves, 
Wav'd wildly o'er the hiU.** 

^e " wee Demon" is admirably imagined. 

And now the poetic day, which had gradually 
risen into beauty and strength through this second 
volume, sets nobly amidst the sombre, yet often- 
illummated grandeur of Glenfinlas. 

Permit me to add one observation to thb 
already long epistle. The battle of Flodden- 
field, so disastrous to Scotland, has been, by 
two poetic females, beautifully mourned; but 
your boasted James the Fourth deserved his fete. 
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fyam tfie ungenerous achranli^ he soagkt to tske 
of Henry die EighAy by brea king Ae peac^ with- 
out proTOcationi when thtt mpnunch was engi^ed 
in a war with France. So deserve all the nden 
ofiurtions, ^o, imstiaiolatod by iceeDt iDJnria, 
thus uncksp ^* die purfde testament of bleed in g 

Perhaps this Yoluminous intmrion on yonr 
time wiU be dionght merciless ; bat it seemed to 
me diat bamen dianks, and indiscriminate pndse, 
was an unwordiy acknowledgment of the hoaov 
conferred upon me by the gift of diese highly ca- 
rious, and ingenious books. 

A bright hmiinaiy m diis neighbouriiood re- 
cendy shot from its sphere, widi awful and de- 
plored suddenness. Dr Darwin, on whose phi- 
losophical talents and dissertations, so ingenions- 
ly conjectural, the adepts m that science looked 
with admiring, if not always acquiescent respect; 
in whose creative, gay, luxuriant, and polished 
imagination, and harmonious numbers, the vo- 
taries of poetry basked delighted ; and on whose 
discernment into the cause of diseases, and skill 
in curing them, his own, and the neighbouring 
counties rq[x>sed. He was bom to confute, by 
his example, a frequent assertion, that die poetic 
ftncy loses its fine efflorescence after middle life. 
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The Botanic Garden, one of the moat fa^Uy-inui- 
ginative poems in our language, ynm begun afi^ 
its aiiithor had passed his forty-sixdi year. 
I have the honour to renmin, Sir, &c* 



LETTER IV. 
Rev. T. S. Whallby. 

Lichfield, May 15, 1802. 

Four months have passed aw^y since I addres- 
sed you, my dear, deprived, aflUcted friend. It 
is my hope that they have not passed without 
havbg distilled upon ypur heart some portion of 
that balm with which time assists reason and re* 
ligion in their power of mitigiiting fruitless wof^ *. 
Conscious that repose of mind was not only de* 
sirable to you, but good for you, I have forborne 
thus long to inquire after ypur j^tate of mind and 
health. Sir Walter and Ii«dy Jane James have 
probably detained you in London, as the scene in 

* For the death of hit eio^ieat wife, upon which tiie au- 
thor had condoled with him hi a letter, which does not ap< 
peir.— SI 
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wlueh your attentkm might most sucoessfidly be 
tinned towards extrinsic circumstmces and ob- 
jects. 

You inquire after my healdi. It was not good 
dirough the rigid and gloomy winter, and has not 
improved beneath the blooming renovation of the 
vegetable world. Rheumatism combines with 
the added weakness entailed upon me by the yet 
unrecovered accident of spring-twelvemonth, and 
dizziness of head, tremulous motion of heart, 
and difficulty of breathing when I walk, are dai- 
ly returning sensations of a more threatening na- 
ture. 

My spirits have never permanently recovered 
the shock of my valued friend Mr Saville's dan- 
gerous seizure in December, and he is so fre- 
quently ill, atid so imperfectly recovers that por- 
tion of his long feeble strength which his last 
seizure took away, that apprehension for his life 
sits heavy on my heart; yet, unless prevented by 
farther increase of disease, we have each pro- 
mised to visit our friend, Mr Mitchel, in Worr 
cestershire, that I may not quit existence widkmt 
having heard the nighUi^le: but this gratifica- 
tion has been so often averted, that I begin to 
think its notes are sounds which ^estiny interdicts 
U> my ear. Next Monday is fixed for our setting 
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•lit. I am afraid my rheumatic pains will impel 
my reluctant course to Buxton again this sum- 
mer. 

These last three weeks the society of dear Mrs 
M.Powys^ one of the few existing friends of my 
youth, often beguiled my attention of its anticipat- 
iiq; fears, while we recalled the image of our lost 
Honora, scarcely less dear to Mrs Powys than 
to myself. Thus was that charming creature 
ideally restored to these apartments, and bowers, 
die scenes of her youth and happiness, and which 
breathe of her still. Mrs Powys left me this 
morning, and a letter to you was in unison with 
my feelings. I am but too likely to behold her 
no more, since our habitations are so distant.- It 
IS eight years since we met. 

You have doubtless seen in the papers, the late 
sudden death of the celebrated Dr Darwin. His 
extinction is universally lamented, from the most 
operative cause of regret; and while disease may 
no longer turn the eye of hope upon his rescuing 
and restoring skill, the poetic fanes lose a splen- 
did source of ornament ; philosophic science, an 
ingenious and daring dictator ; and medicinal art^ 
M pillar of transcendent strength. 

His son, Dr Darwin of Shrewsbury, has ap- 
plied to me for assistance in furnishing materials 
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for m short life of diis great amb, which mqr, 
hereafter be reqoesled as a prelude to fbtare edi- 
tioDs of his works. Dr Darwin of Shrewshuij 
jvstlj observes, that his fiufaer's utter disliketo 
all parsooal questioosi left him entirely in tbe 
dark respecting the earlier part of his life, tbe 
tWent]r>four jears in which he practised physic is 
lidifield, and which passed beneadi the unob* 
senant eyes of his own sportive infmcy and boy- 
ism« He is conscious that they must form a put 
of Dr Darwin's existence better known to wfi, 
who lived in habitual intimacy with him from 
my diirteenth year, die period in which his coo^ 
stellation of talents first beamed upon our dtj; 
and whick illnmined it so long. 

I had rather this application had not bees 
made, since my respect for the existing Dr Dtf' 
win will not let me say it nay ; since the demsadi 
upon my pen are abeadty too heavy for my healAf 
and since that impartial display of both sides tbe 
medal, which constitutes valuable biograpbyt 
may not be given by die filial hand, or presented 
by anodier to the filial eye. Dr Darwin, late of 
Derby, was a mixed character, illustrious by 
talent, professionally generous, always boqpitsbk/ 
kind, and charitable to the poor, sometkaes 
friendly, but never apiiable* While on abstiact- 

8 
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ed themes his imagination glpwe4 ; while on en- 
trance, and on a commencing conversalioni his 
countenance wore a benevolent smile, we invaii- 
ablj found, on its progress, a cold satiric atmo- 
sphere around him, repulsing all attempts to in- 
terchange -the softer sympathies of friendship. 
Age did not improve his heart, and, on its in- 
herent coldness, poetic authorism, commencing 
vrith him after middle-life, engrafted all its irri- ~ 
tability, disingenuous arts^ and grudging jealousy 
of others' reputation. As a poet, his genius was 
luxuriant, yet vigorous, but his taste was fasti- 
ctions respecting polish, and meritricious in the 
desire of ornament* As affection was the desi-» 
deratum of his temperament, so is simplicity that 
of his verse, so was irreligion that of his judg- 
mteit. The warm defender of public liberty, he 
exerted despotism, by resistless sarcasm towards 
those in mature life, over whom he had natural oi 
acquired powers. 

Biography has very seldom characteristic truth, 
because it is generally manufactured by near rela- 
tions, or by obliged and partial friends, or by edi- 
tors, who consider it highly conducive to their 
own profits on the work, that the author whose 
writings they publish or republish, should, as a 
private character, possess the unqualified esteem 
and admiration of their readers ; and they do for 
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him what Queen EUzabedi requettod lier paiot- 
en to6o foi her, thej draw a picture widKmt 






LETTER V. 

{ley. J. H. Todd of London. 

lichfitld, June 1 1, 1802. 

The difficulties nrfiich have inet yoo on die 
Drydenic range* may well be conceived, nor do 
I wonder that they have slackened the nerves of 
your industry. Certainly the genius of that no- 
principled man, andtnost unequal poet, was vi- 
gorous and fertile.-— '' An earlyi rich, and ipex- 
hausted vein.^ Yet it is surely the fashion to hold 
him much too high ; and from your own word, 
immtable, as applied to even his best vmtinpi 

^ Mr Tod4 had, at tliv time, begun to prepare a btos'*' 
phic ^d critical edition oif Dryden, bnt postponed it to pic- 
pare such an edition of Spencer ; inflnenced, as he hinted, l»T 
the report of sereral men of letters lieing then emfdoyed vpon 
Oryden, bfPpSy applyuig an exdamation of Rid^ IH* 

J* ^tfahditiieiebenzRidimoDdshithefield.'' 
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I do somewhat recoil. Detached passages of 
Dryden's may perhaps equal almost any poetry 
extant ; but when we reflect that he has been ex- 
celled IB every separate order of verse, justice 
may scruple the imputed transcendence. In epic 
translation, and r^ular satire, by Pope ; in elegy 
by Gray, and by Mason ; in witty and humorous 
composition by Prior; and m the dramatic line, 
O how imn^ea^urably transcended by Shake- 
speare i 

Shall you be able, in your present undertaking^ 
to account to us for the strange irrelevant title 
Spencer gave to his principal poem ? Who would 
not expect from that title much poetic sport with 
the Gothic mythology, demonized by the elder 
bards of Caledonia, sylphized by Shakespeare, and 
the British poets ; who, as Mr Scott, in his lat<s 
volumes of ancient Scotch poetry, entitled The 
Minstrelsy of the Border, observes, first civi- 
lized, polished, and rendered benevolent the fairy 
tribe. But the little gentlefolk have no place in 
Spencer, ^except on his title-page. 

You, who are so deeply impressed by the mai^ 
ly energies of Milton's sonnets, will not, I thiiik, 
claim the meed of excellence for Spencer's, so 
full of poetic foppery, and unimpassioned love, 
labouring and tpiliog beneath amorous pretenpes. 
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If Cowlejr loiesy m he is aiid to bste ki^ 
true poetic spirit in the nnses of 
wit^ what can be clriniedi as fine poetty^ for 
sonnets of Spencer? Howefer, in his Fi 
Queen you will find ample room for that 
minating eulogy which is ao much yoor tak^l 
the result of sennbilityi beaeyolencey lesnyoir 
and taste* 

I inclose a letta* from my firiend, Mr Chmto* } 
pher Smyth, Barrister of Lincoln's Inn ; siaeei 
respects yourself,— ^fiering to procure you acees { 
to ancient books, which may be uaelul to 700 
present undertaking. He desires, wmi he it 
serves, the honour of Mr Todd's acqasist* 
ance, for be is ingenious, lettered, eoeifetic, ts' 
amiable. 

From what you say of the paragraph in ^ 
Critical Review of your Milton, and which meo" 
tions Mr White and mjself^ I conclude it wf^ 
tions us with contumely. That Review has beoi 
long unfavourable to my compositions. Ih^ 
been lately informed, with certainty, that Southey 
18 its editor. It is seldom that a man of to 
much genius sacrifices his time to a nameless pe- 
riodical species of autborism. Probably he has 
not forgiven mj published philippic on the on* 
patriotic spirit of his Joan of Arc, ardent as wa^ 
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its testimony to the poetic excellence of that 
work. 

I see no reviews, except bj accident, sick, as I 
have long been, of their partiality to much worse, 
and their prejudices against much better verses 
than mine. I have not, and I shall not make an 
experiment upon my stoicism, by exploring the 
malice in the Critical Review to which you al- 
lude ; though I diink I could stand it unwoudded, 
beneadi die r^ecdon that I have seen that tract 
lavishing encomium on the most unintelligible 
fustian diat ever bore the name of an epic poem. 
It called itself Gebir. Southey told a friend of 
mine lately, diat it was the finest, poetic work 
which had appeared these fifty years. So Johnson 
stilted up Blackmore. 
I remain, Sir, 8cc. 
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Letter vl 

TflOMAs Pakh, Esq. 

Licl^ield, June U, 1802. 

Vebt ytfj sweet is praise from those wkw 
talents we respect, and io whose sincjefirf we 
have confidence. I am delighted that my ad- 
dressy in die Monthly Mirror for Mardi Ins^ to 
a nameless River, stands so very high in yo« 
good graces; — nameless, because amiable Mr 
Bree'sfine pencil never copies from other masten^ 
or even from nature herself, delineating solely 
from his own creative imagination. 

Mr Saville is much gratified and obl^;ed hj 
die distinctness of your recollection concenung 
the transient, but to him very interesting coovef- 
sations which he had the honour to obtain horn 
your goodness. You have read him rightlyf he 
is full of ingenuous integrity, and awakened in* 
telligence, which time has nothing chilled. M; 
almost next door neighbour since my twdfdi and 
his twentieth year,—- from that fiur, far distant pe* 
riod, my esteem and friendship (or him have 
known abatement. 
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We passed die two last 'weeks of the last 
month together in Warwickshire, at the house of 
our mutual and excellent friend Mr Mitchel; the 
abode of hospitality, the bowers of pleasantness. 
My journey thither had a double motive, the so- 
ciety of our friend Mr Mitchel and his amiable 
niece, and her friend, the sprightly and pleasing 
Mrs Ironmonger ; and the desire of not quitting 
existence unconscious of the song of Philomel, 
iichfield and its environs are too far north fyr her 
visitation, and it had never been my lot to find 
myself in her haunts, when she and her feathered 
suters 



-^ beat the ear of niglit 



With their contenlioos Uiroats.** 

Mr Wordsworth having, in his Lyrical ballads, so 
boldly given Virgil, Ovid, Shakespeare, Milton, and 
Akenside, the lie, as to the melancholy sweetness 
of her song, yet feurther stimulated my ciu'iosity *. 

The nearest haunt of those syrens is a mile and 
a half from Mr Mitchel's house. During five 
successive nights after our arrival, cold, blustering, 
suuless winds forbade all hope of this music. 

I grew impatient, and began to think it the in- 

* loan ioteresting letter from Mr Foz^ qnoted inthe pre&ce 
to hb HiBtoiyy thu opinion concerning tlie cheetfulneas of th^ 
tightingide'i note is pleasingly supported. 
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tcfdiction of my detlioy. A glowiog and hmbmj 
emakog at length arrhrecL Mr Mitcbd took, me 
in his chair, &fr Safille rode, and the rest of the 
party, three hdiee and a gentleman, walked to 
the edge of a wild and lonely coppice^ t hr oi ^ 
which a dear brook meandered. 

' We fonnd the concert lood and v m r i om. 
Blacl^irds, thro^des, ring-dcnret, liuncta, larks, 
&C.&C. united widi the, till then, unheard qoeea 
of tlye woods. So foUy accompanied, I conid 
judge but imperfectly of her single powers. We 
staid, however, by the copse till her rtvab, of 
other plume, had slunk to tinev nests, her ** »- 
morons descant** continuing, and answered by a 
second nightingale. 

I confess I do not think the notes pensive in 
the degree which her eulogists, of mighty nam^ 
had taught me to expect ; not so pensive as die 
woodlark's, and not sweeter, though much more 
various. Thrice did we visit this harmonioas 
coppice, and always found the melody we sought 
If 1 do not say with Milton, ** most melancholy,'* 
at least I abjure Mr Wordswordi's heterodox 
epithet, merry ^ for the strains of die nightingale, 
^at Bloomfield's tales are so popidar, I am, 
for his interest's sake, glad ; but that popularity 
affords me fresh proof how little its inmifdiale 
result can be depended upon as a criterion of ge- 
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nuine, and high |K>etic merit. It is witit poetry 
as ^itb music. The suhlime harmooies aud the 
melodies of coyly el^ant simplicity^ please few 
in comparison with the numbers who are delight* 
ed with the Blue Bells of Scotland, and all such 
sort of airs. . 

The popularity of the Farmer's Bpy will last, 
because it merits popularity. Its author's tales, 
lately published, will either soon be forgotten, 
or valued only as preceding from that pen wliich 
has presented to the poetic fanes a work of intrin- 
sic beauty. Bloomfield has much genius, but he 
wants ear and taste. The first of these defi- 
ciencies-is apparent, even in that lovely produc- 
tion the Farmer's boy; since, though it contains a 
number of scattered lines, which s^re sufiliciently 
harmonious, there is, in general, a certain hitch 
in the verse. It may perhaps be reasonably oh* 
served, that where we find so nuich for the eye, 
the understanding, and the heart, tlie ear may 
be contented to want the luxury of the Popeall 
numbers. He wants ^judicious critic at his el- 
bow. An wholesale panegyrist he certainly pos- 
sesses, to whose indiscrimination hb pecuniary 
interests are perhaps as much indebted, as, by its 
unclassical partiality, the refinement of his ear, 
and his progress in accuracy and just taste, are 
retarded. , 

VOL. VI. c 
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These tales are not withoat some strokes of 
nature, some ftint gleams of original genius; bnt 
in them, tuneless, hard, and jeiidng metre is con- 
tinual. Would any critic of but' common judg- 
ment suffer so gross a violation of truth, nature, 
and probability, to pass the press, as diat stanza 
in The Market Night, where a farmer^s wife, 
whose mind is in agony for the safeQr of her hus- 
band, in a deep snow, the hour of his ^cpected 
arrival some time passed by, hears the gate clap, 
and calls on Echo, forsooth, to repeat the sound, 
thus: 

^ DiitreiiiiiglMmr! noeartain fiite! 
O Mercy guide bun safely home! 
Hark— then I h«Aic| the distant gate, 
Repeat it, Echo! qoickly! come! 

• 

That apostrophe to <Bcho would have been unna- 
tural, even in a refined and. classical personage^ at 
an instant in which the soul was in tiunults. To 
desire to hear the gate clap again, as swing-^tes 
often do, might be in nature, but not to address 
and personify a fabled being for that repetition. 

Adieu, for the d«rk hour steals fast upon my 
pen. 
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Walteb Scott, Esq. 

Lichfield, July 10, 1802. 

Never have I been more gratified than by the 
bonour which my little presumptuous ballad ^ ac- 
quires. No expectation so proud had been 
formed, as that you would desire to insert it in 
your third volume of Scotch Minstrelsy. I am 
delighted with the ingenious term for my attempt, 
^^ theoretical Scotch." 

Allan Bamsay's poetry caught my youthful at- 
tention, and, by glossary assistance, I resolved to 
understand it. From that time , the ancient 
Scotch dialect appeared to me to possess, in the 
hands of a true poet, what I think it is you who 
have so well defined, ^' a certain Doric delicacy." 
To my ear it is not less pleasing than the English 
of Spenser, and far more agreeable than tl>e 
phraseology of Chaucer, and his contemporaries. 

* Rich aold Willie's Farewell, published in the late editioa 
^ the aDthot*8 poems by 1^ Scott, and formerly in the thii^ 
Yohune of the^Minstrelsy of the Border. 
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I hope it will not be lost amongst you ; that your 
men of genius, yet unborn, will have the patriot- 
ism to preserve it by frequently making it the 
vehicle of their inspirations. 

During some years I had not looked into cojh 
positions in diat dress, when your peasant inir »- 
cle, your Bums appeared. He reanimated my 
etfdeavour to recal the faded traces of former in • 
dustiy ; and now I have seldom occasion to con- 
sult the glossary when I read ancient Scotck 
poetry. 

It is curious to observe, that without atij wait 
of accuracy or even elegance in writing ciur laa- 
guage, how mferi<v, both in originality and sjpi- 
' rit, are all Bums's verses, which are purtly Ei^ 
lish, .to those he has given us in his native cfia- 
lect. 

South of the Tweed he has few wanner admip 
ers than myself; and yet I say to yoo, wbal I 
have often said to others, that I Would raitber 
have written The Eve of St John, and Gkn-' 
finlas, than any thing of bis, even the Tam o' 
Shanter, which I consider as his cheftctuvn. 
Widi what singular happiness the two extremes 
of style, the ludicrous and the sublime, are 
blended in that poem, and vrith what sweet 
effect little droppings of morality are scatter- 
ed over it ; how true to nature the rustic man- 
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nera, how lovely the similies, bow vivid the pic* 
tiures ! Critical stupidity, though he does not 
se^m aware of it, is recorded by Dr Currie, re- 
specting the jocose moral which copcludes that 
tale, and wbich k so admirably in keeping with 
die general s^le. One pities the taste of those 
who adjured Bums to make a graver conclusion. 
He &i well to laugh at his advisers, and retain 
his ^spOrtive exhortation. 

I feel all the force of your apology for estimat* 
ing the poetry of the Border Minstrelsy higher 
than I think it merits. If the local partialities 
have biassed the criticisms of Scotland, they have 
given exquiate interest and beauty to her metri- 
cal compositions, since they ceased to be merely 
metrical, 'if ender local devotion excites sympa- 
thy fiir beyond the bounds of the scenery it coiir 
secrates. We think of our own favourite hauntsr 
when we read of Cowdenknows and Invermav. 
of the Haughs of Leader, and of the Braes of 
Yarrow. It is to the disadvantage of English 
verse, that in general it has less of local sentiment 
than that of the Scotch. 

Perfectly am I aware of the magical power of 
associated ideas, of whose relative connection we 
are sometimes anxious, but oftener, as you ad- 
mirably observe, are unable to trace, or define it. 
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Those pleasurable sensations are especiallj linked 
to verses, and to musical airs, and most forcibly 
when verse and music have, in union, sdzed upon 
our attention during seasons of happmess. Many 
a silly song, with which my ear had been familiar 
in my childhood and rising youth, does at this 
hour, on recurrence, act upon my nerves with 
great luxury of sensation, though I do not impute 
the luxury to any merit in that which produced it. 
We may consider such fascinating ditties as does 
the lover his mistress, when, vnthout beauty, 
grace, or talents, she has infatuated his passions. — 
A not very uncommon vidtchery. 

A verse in your second volume of Scotch Min* 
strelsy enchants me. It lingered many days, nay, 
yet lingers on my ear, and often steals audibly 
from my lips, as I walk from room to room^ — *" 
thus, 

^ By Flodden's high and h^atfaeiy side." 

It has melody and picture; yet other lines in that 
volume have an equal, perhaps superior, portion 
of those graces, and to whose beauty my sense is 
keenly alive, though over them the thrill of delight 
is, with me, less exquisite. This partiality must 
be the result of those associations, of whidi we 
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have spoken. I was born 50 miles nearer Scot^ 
land than is Lichfield, and passed the first seven 
years of my existence in tiiy native village, amidst 
the eminences 6f the Peak of Derbyshire. Hence 
the first scenery which struck upon my infant per- 
-ceptions, wi^ wonder and transport, is brought 
back by poetic pictures of wild, uncultivated, lone<^ 
ly nature. 

To the Peak I often returned in girlhood and 
youth, after it had ceased to be my home ; and 
on those occasions, I rode and walked almost 
daily, with my dear father, on the high and heathy 
side of the mountains which smrounded Eyam. 

This darling line of yours, for I feel that it is 
yours, places me again in these interesting scenes, 
and brings on my mind a portion of that rapture 
with which youth, health, and hope^ united with 
poetic enthusiasm, perceive ''the great, the 
wonderful^ the fair," in nature, and her works. 

You call yourself a ballad-monger; names are 
little. — Beauty and sublimity are not excluded 
from any order of verse, and where they are, high 
claim is establish^. Petrarch is, on the merit 
of his sonnets, an immortal classic. Had Miltbn 
written nothing else but such sonnets as are the 
best of those he has given us, and, they had been 
numerous, his fame would not have died. 
Your poetry is amongst ballads, what Clarissa 



40 LETTER VII. 

and Graadison are amongst noTels. Of thoce 
vohimes Dr Johnaon jiisUy said, ^ They are jmM 
only the first nordSf they are aaioDgst the Bat 
worics of the English language.^ 

Yon apologize for illustrating your argumeot 
by mentioning the different preference your two 
grand epic ballads have met in Scotland and 
England, and call that mention egotism. The 
^otism of mean minds disgusts, that of derated 
ones is interesting. RoufKau was the greatest 
egotist existing, yet lost no reputation by that ex- 
cess. 

On the sniyeot of the Eve of St John^ ipd 
Olenfinlas, I have found preference divided; into 
two classes here. Amid the circles in which I 
have recited them, the folk, who are dead to al- 
most all other sublime poetry, were charmed with 
the former, while they stared, and gave Glenfin- 
las but coldly acquiescent praise. Those who 
taste the higher orders of verse, are also cbarmM 
*with the Eve of St John, but unanimously anert . 
the superiority of the Highland poem. 

If I had health and ^apirits to take lon^g jow(^ 
nies, which, alas! I have not, your invitatioif I9 
Edinbuigh would be renstless. I have4o^ con- 
sidered Scotland as distinguished classic groilod, 
and the idea of being personally known 4o ym 
increases its magnetism — ^yet, desponding grati- 
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tude for so kind a suBfinons, is the sote response 
of my heart. 
I remain, &c. 



LETTER VIIL 

Thomas Park, Esq. 

Lichfield, Sept. £7, 1802. 

I HAVE to thank you for a cfaamiii^ letter as 
to talent, though of lamented intelligence respect- 
ing Mrs Park's health. So many fruitless medi- 
cal experiments reduce us to helpless sympathy, 
and the forlorn hope, that time may subdue, or 
at least abate, the force of those maladies which 
pharmacy seems to combat in vain. 

Your letter came to me the night before I set 
out (m my summer excursion, from which I re- 
turned on Simday. The renovation of a frame, 
enfeebled by accident^ and impaired by time, 
was, as it has many years been, the chief, if not 
the only motive which counteracted my love of 
home, and dread of joumeyii^. I hoped those 
good dfects to my last-injured knee, which I did 
not find from Buxton; but it is not perceivably 
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strengtbeoed by a five weeks rendeoce on tlie am- 
ber shores, die verdant, and pore-breadied down 
of Hojie Lake, nor by twenty-one immerBions io 
its billows, /lubdued by peculiarity of sttuatioD to 
unusual gentleness. 

My return home took its nironted circuit tbongi 
the j>eerless Vale of Denb^hshire, where I & 
vided an interesting fortnight between the hosp- 
tality of my friend Mr Roberts' mansion, amid 
the sublimities of that scenery which, in uneqvJr 
ed variety, its elevation commands, and the softer 
graces of Lady £leanor Butler and Miss Pob- 
sonby's enchanted bowers in the vale below, 
round which the warmth of their kindneflcs^ die 
light of their talents, and the blessii^ of tbeir 
benevolence, stream. 

Entirely do I agree with most of your opiiiH>D> 
on the Poetical Roister, codcemiiig almost aD 
the individual poems you praise, and on all jo^ 
censure, as to admission, and arrangement in tk 
plan of the work ; but I confess I do not. fiiKl^ 
Adeline's compositions, however tuneful and cof' 
rect, the vital spark, without whrch verse of tke 
most flowing numbers is but a dead-letter. Mo 
West's eight sonnets in this volume, concernioS 
which you are silent, appear to me very beau^ 
ful. The editor, Mr Dsrvenport, writes 
Mrs C. Smith's elegance, but, like her's, 
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muse is too constandy in the hmeutaibijb Btrain* 
I have called Mrs C. Smith's sonnets, the ever* 
latiDg duns on pity ; and one of my literary friends 
has^ by a quotation, too severely, perhaps, styled 
her, ■' a puny poet, puling to the moon." Iliat 
she pules with tlie pertinacity of a pea-hen, is 
certain, but we must not allow that she is puny* 
Your own sonnet, in the van of Aat department, 
is a very sweet one. 

There is also a lovely song, signed J. N., and 
Dr Sewell's ode is pathetic. The six stanzas pf 
W, Case's Descriptive Sketch, are very fine-^he 
rest not equally striking. Most of Campbell's 
have considerable merit ; and I have found more 
of merit and new name, than I have time to men- 
tion, and to praise. 

Yet is your observation too just 4 the volume 
is greatly overloaded as ^ the mmiber of the com- 
positions ; imd the quaint poetry of ancient days 
has no business there, neither the terse decisions 
of review-criticism, whose praise and censure 
have no why or wherefore. The comparative 
quantity of mere Verses, duller than the plainest 
. prose, is sadly preponderant in thb miscellany. 
To compile a metrical collection from different 
sources, is one of the most thoiny paths of au- 
thonsm. The rejection of offered verses is, io 
effect^ to tell their authors, that they are mistaken in 
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believing tbemselves pOets, and to make Am 
fUer a foe in every rejected versifier. But onlea 
he hat fortilude' espial to diat disi^peeable and 
personally dangeroun fimmesSy lie must noC hoft 
diat his work will acquire lasting reputetUHi. 

Doddey had interest to procure for bis fint aod 
succeeding volumes, contributions from wSl the 
first poets of his day* Mr D. should oot 
opened his compilation till he had procured 
from most of the celebrated vviiters now livii^. 
Some of their names, added to those fevir ef 
lustre virhich he has obtained, would, by their va- 
lue, have more than supplied die place of thai 
shoal of versifiers who have bedimmed the lone. 

If, leaning on what he did procure of genuine 
poetry, he had, with firm hand, lopt away the 
load of useless and barren riioots, this, his firrt 
volume, would probably have induced, by its re- 
putation, other rightly-touched spirits to baie 
adorned its successors. As it is, I am afraid the 
\ herd of vapid rhymists will make the poets turn 
\ disgusted away from such fellowship. 
\ You recommend to my attention the latel;- 
\ emerged poems of Dermody. When he was 
\ quite a boy, I received a great heap of his verses, 
in loose sheets, from the press. They were pret- 

enough for years so early ; yet I discerned not 

them the germs of genius. I have always con- 



LETTEK VI I U * 45 

sidered it as most extraordinary^ that while, 
through two centuries, Scotland has exhibited 
stroi^ poetic talent, and £ngland has transcend- 
ed in its fruits, every other naticm- of Europe ; 
while Ireland vies with us in prose-eloquence, she 
cannot boast of one great lyric or heroic poet. 
Sheridan is an elegant and a brilliant writer, but 
he has not taken the higher walks of the science. 
Jjet us, however, confess that he and Jephson 
have excelled, in the dramatic line, their English 
contemporaries. 

You say Dermody was in morals, in genius, 
and in destiny, a second Savage. If his compo- 
sitions are not better, die task you enjoin will 
weary me. As I remember, there are not more 
than fifty lines in the volume of Savage that I 
would have given a pin to have written. On the 
credit of the prejudiced Johnson, the public tried 
to like the poems of Savage. It tugged them up 
from the oblivion into which they had fallen, but 
soon let them drop again. 

I came home for one day on Sunday se'ennight, 
but took wing on the next, allured by a grand 
harmonic festival at Birmingham ;-^>y the op* 
portunity it afforded me of observii^ how HiEiycb 
had shot in the strong bow of Handel ; in being 
able to compare his emulative powers closely, by 
listeniog to the Creation one morning, the Mes- 
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fiA the next. Shall I presame ia apetk to joo 
of my resulting convictioii i 

By the overture to the CreatioQ I was cfaarm- 
ed. The subject is so happy ; the imitadve iiar- 
mony so loeTitably suggested itself, that a very 
inferior composer to Haydn must, if possessing 
any genius, have made a grand a£fair of it. No 
wonder then that his genius and science diould 
have produced, in succession, efects so awful, 
and so exhilarating in this harmonic ezordkun. 
First, by that wild and complex dissonance 
which sublimely represents the tumult of chaos; 
next, by the low, soft, tremulous, sweet souDds, 
which arise when that tumult has gradually sub- 
sided; instrument after instrument stealii^ io, and 
exquisitely picturing on the ear the dawning, ex* 
panding, and gradually strengthening l^ht, till 
suddenly the sun blazes out by the instant fortift' 
simo of the whole orchestra, and by the burst and 
cannon-exultation of the double drums. 

Not one of Handels overtures suggestedy or 
could properly allow of so picturseque, so daz- 
zling an overture. 

But:there ended, in this emulative attempt, aU 
approach to the excellence of that peerless mas- 
ter. The recitatives, and their accompaniments, 
are almost entirely imitative of other sounds, and 
of motion, and are without sentiment ; while to 
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those instrumental imitations all which Handel 
has given us in that style are infinitely superior. 
How poor, in the Creation, are the strains which 
imitate the lark and nightingale, compared to 
those of similar aim in L'Allegro and II Pen- 
seroso ! How inferior Haydn's plumy concert to 
that given in the jHrelude and accompaniments to 
" Hush ye pretty warbling choir/' in Acis and 
Galatea ! 

We find an attempt in Haydn*8 oratorio to re- 
present the soaring of the majestic eagle ; but the 
strains more resemble the darting evolutions of 
the swallow. 

The songs are opera-airs, sweet smd ornament* 
ed; but they breathe no devotion; they excite 
no sympathy ; they have nothing to do with the 
passions. 

The chorusses are all impetuous, swift, and si« 

' inilar ; bursts of harmony, skilful as to science, 

but, compared to Handel's, < unmeaning, with 

little discriminated melody, and no contrast. 

It is little wonder that the words translated 
Irom the German almost literally into English, 

should be neither sense nor grammar, nor that 

they should make wicked work with Milton; 

yet we meet poetic beauty in two of the lines, 
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^ Witb lofter bems, «id MiMer K^h^ tltpft oa 
<< Tbe «lf«r MOM thmi^ Mint Bisbt f 

and the correqxNidiof air is ooe ^ the iapfiftA 
efforts. in the composition. 

It was with increased veneration for the powen 
of Handel diat we listened, cm the enaong day, 
to the sublimities of the Messiah ; expreso^ in 
turn, every varied passion of the human soil; 
diat we observed the contrasted padK>s aadeser 
gy, sweetnes and dignity, serenity and sc6r% av 
plication and triumph, in the recitatives td 
songs, in the duet and chorusses of that stupeDd* 
ons work ; to the decided air that winds through 
the fugues of every separate chorus lingeriag <* 
die ear, and haunting the fancy through succes' 
sive days ; to the hallelujah and amen, that tvm 
die spirit, and seem to pierce the vault of heaven 
by their scmorous grandeur. Haydn, great na^ 
ter though he be, sinks eclipsed, like Dry(k% 
when, in his alteration of the play of die TefD* 
pest, he puts on the armour of Shakespeare. 

tt will gratify me if the ideas I have veoUff^ 
to express meet those of Mrs Park, mho is ^ 
mistress, where I am so shallow a student. Sacb 
as they are, I have not borrowed them. ^^ 
stricture on Haydn's Creation ever met my ^J^ 
or my ear. 
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YoQ will wonder that with limbs so feeble^ 
and health so precarious, I durst encounter peril* 
oiJ|s crowds and Calcutta , heat in the morning 
and evening performance, three days together ; 
eight hours music out of the twenty-four. It was 
hazarding martyrdom to the second favourite 
science of my life. That I have escaped with 
only a violent cold and inflamed lungs, excites at 
once my wonder and thanksgiving. 

What glorious weather ! — How liberally is the 
sun, in this warm, gay autumti, paying his debts 
to summer ! Adieu. 
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Lady Eleanor Butler, and Miss Pon- 

SONBY. 



\ 



Lichfield f Oct. 4, 1802. 

Ah ! dearest ladies^ it is under the pressure of 
a severe cold, fierce cough, and inflamed lungs, 
that I address you. A duty so delightful had, but 
for this incapacitating malady, been earlier paid. 

I have to thank dear Miss Ponsonby for a 
manuscript of many verses, which she had the 

VOL. yu » 
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goodness to make for ne in bonn so etigromstd, 
amid engagements so inc&pensable. I had. the 
honour to receive it as I was stepping into the 
chaise which was to convey Mrs Smith^ and my- 
self fwr from that Edenic region where we had 
recently passed so nu^ly happy boors; from tlmse 
bowers in LangoUen Vale, whence the pviest 
pleasures have so often flowed to my heart mai 
mind, as from a full and overflowing fountain. 

W^ purposed, as you know, to have reached 
lichfield that night ; bat the stretch was gready 
too lodg, except we had set out with the BrtL 
dawn of day. Mrs Smith could not travel t 
stage without her breakfast.~-Hence the purpos- 
ed hour of iseven became near nine. It was four 
when we reached Shrewsbury, where we dined. 
Night so fast approaching, I reigned all hope of 
proceeding farther than Watling-Street. Hie 
few beds of that small inn were all engaged, and 
we were obliged to go on to Ivetsy ; to tfavel die 
heavy, hilly stage between, in the dusk, thickenii^ 
into darkness, amid the palpable smoke and larid 
fires of the Kettley-engines, whose pointed flames, 
streamii^ through the opacity, served only to 
make its darkness visible. After travelling two 
miles through this commercial Pandemonium, the 
night became fresh and pleasant. The stars glim-^ 
mered in the lake of Weston as we travelled by 
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its 9ide, but their light did not enable me to dis^ 
tinguish the church, beneath the floor of whose 
porch rests the mouldered form of my heart — 
dear Honora ; yet of our approach to that unre- 
l:ording, but thrice-consecrated spot, my heart 
felt all the mournful consciousness. 

We were obliged to sleep at Ivetsy, and slum- 
ber stole upon the sighs of inevitable contempla- 
tion. The next mornmg, uncongenially gay and 
golden, brought us to Lichfield* Two days after 
I had the temerity to put my design of going to the 
Birmingham music-meeting in execution, and am 
paying the price fdr it in my health, though I 
have escaped without farther injury in my limbs. 
A great inercy, the immense crowds considered^ 

I have lately read Mrs Barbauld*s essay Oil 
Akenside's Pleasures of Imagination, prefixed to 
hei* edition of that poem in it& first dtate, for she 
suppresses the poet's la^i, and Extremely altered 
copy. I wonder at that suppi'ession, since it 
is curious and entertainmg to compare the two. 
She appears to me much too hasty in her decision 
in favour of the first ; since, if the bard has^ with 
too severe a hand, lopt away many beautiful lux* 
uriances of his youthful fancy, he has, in the last, 
rendered a number of passages perspicuous which 
Were obscure in the first ; and surely every poetie 
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picture wfaidi he retouches receives added beauty 
from his pencil. 



LETTER X. 

Rev. Dewhurst Bilsbvet. 

Lichfield, Oct. 9, ISOSl 

It is ^wholly out of my power to contribute tar 
the lustre of your work l^y the letters of Dr Dar- 
win. In the whole course of our intimate asso^ 
ciation at Lichfield I know not that we ever once 
wrote to each odier*. Frequent conversatiooi 
precluded the necessiQr. Since he resided at 
Derby our intimacy faded. I heard from him on- 
. ly on having written' to consult him as a physician, 
and neither sentiment, or criticism, found a place 
in our seldom and occasional correspondence. I 
hardly think these letters amount to six in number. 

While he lived here he wa» not in the habit of 
throwing his imagination into his letters; they 
were rather hurried over as tasks than written can 
amove, I have often heard him say he , did not 
poasess the epistolary graces. He told me one { 
day, when I was about six or seven-and-twenty, 
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ihat be wished to write to Dr Franklin, to com- 
pliment him upon having united modem science 
and philosophy i and desired I would put his 
thought into my own language. He took his 
pen, and throwing on paper the heads of what 
he purposed saying, desired I would give them 
verbal ornament, and that he would call next day 
for the result. He did call; and, looking over 
i/vhat I had written, laughingly commended the 
style ; copied the manuscript verbatim in my 
presence, directed that copy to Dr Franklin, A- 
meriea, and sent it instantly to the post-office by 
my father's servant. 

1 mention the circumstance to shew you that 
at that time of his life he would not have thanked 
any one for publishing his letters. I have often 
heard him give it as an axiom, that literary fame 
always suffers by the publication of every thing 
which is below its already-^acquired level. 

Letters, which are either brilliant by wit, in- 
genious by allusion, or inventive by fancy, are not 
below the level of the most eminent reputation ; 
but such, I think, arenot the letters of the justly 
celebrated Darwin. 

In biography nothing is more displeasing than 
a picture without shades. Few but have their 
defects, and the defects of all public characters 
^r^ ^oo well known not to subject unqualified 
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eulogium to derision and disgust We ato iD 
aware tbiil '' nature is more frogal dian to 
together all manner of shidiqr qualities in 
glaring mass,^ and the mind, like the person, afaooU 
either be justly drawn, or not at alL A purter 
might as well omit ei^ch appropriate distinctaon 
of feature, countenance, and form, because it maj 
not be beautiful ; and, Kke G^fn painter, wlio 
pleased nobody and everybody, fimsh Ins por- 
traits from casts of Apollo and die Venus, as ^ 
biographer omit the foibles and weaknesses, wh3e 
he records the talents and virtues of the s^biect 
of l>is history. 

But then it is pot by any means a duty to pub- 
lish composition never meant for the public eye; 
and which must mortify its author, could be be 
consciotui of its publication ; and that from its 
incapacity to augment die intellectual f^oiy 
which had already shone on the world. 

Spon after we sustained the toss of diis distin- 
giju^ed Being, the now, alas ! only Or Darwhl, 
wrote to request that I would endeavour to briag 
together all die circumstances I could recollect 
of his father's first establbhment in Lichfield, and 
successive years of residence there. I have, b 
consequence, proceeded a cokisiderable way id 
my memoir. It wil) pot, from its sliortness, be 
woitby to be called a life, ^nd sdU less, from my 
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Utter ignorance 6^ the habits and incidents vfhldi 
marked the course of that period in which he lived 
at Derby. 

My attempt ought long since to have been fini- 
Bhed, but ill-health frequently precluding my nse 
Of the ptn ; the per{]>etud cfoitas of social engage- 
ments upon my time ; a ten weeks absence from 
home, and the incessant and unavoidable business 
of answering letters from literary strangers^ have 
retarded the progress of my little Darwiniana. 

It has been shown to several of my lettered 
friends, who adjure tde \6 b^r it to Dr Darwin 
conditionally only, viz. that he pr'mts it unmuti- 
lated^ and in my name ; "and they urge, that unless 
he pledges his honour so to do^ I will publish it 
myself. Its characteristic traits and incidents 
are not confined sc^ely to Dr Darwin. Intei^est- 
log circunlstanceRy aAd bhsfrifcteiistic tfaits of iih 
frieMs, are iAtroduced, ahd ilsfo criticism Oh his 
virrttttigs. 

I have spoken of him as he v^as. Every itierit 
lie possessed 'of ii^teltect ^nd action, id placed in 
tbehillest vnd fah-est light, in Which I had ^oW^r 
to place it. My fanecdotes, als yet, only cover 
flixty qunto Jpa^es, troM |yerhapb eighty vftW involve 
all I faav^ to ^y on the snfojcfct. 
Be assured 1 remember with pleasure the ^re- 
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possessing maimer, and ridily-bloMOBiii^ talei^ 
of Mr Biklmry, inyears past, 

** When anooth M Hebe^f Us mnsoed %** 

and remain, with much e«teem, his obedient aef • 
vant. 
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Miss Po.NSONBY. 

lAchfiM, Nov. 9, 1802. 

No indeed, my dearest Madam, I could not 
suspect yourself or Lady Eleanor, of forgotlee 
promises. Were the Mysterious Mother and the 
Orestes never to arrive, I should feel assured that 
their non-appearance was owing to some difficul- 
ty in procuring them. 1 intreat such difficulty, if 
it exists, may not be combated, since my cunosity 
to re-rperuse the former, after the lapse of so many 
years since it wais lent me for a hasty reading in 
manuscript, has been so lately gratified by your 
leading it m^f I cm willingly repose upon that 
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jon^ as the occasional vigour of the com- 
position does not recompense the odious horror, 
and I trust total improbability^ of the story. 
Itdr Sotheby is a pleasing poet, but not of the 
prime amongst his contemporaries ; nor does his 
ibrmer tragedy awaken any restless desire to read 
the Orestes. 

British genius, so rich in eveiy other species of 
poetic excellience, has, within the last seventy 
years, given us very few good tragedies. God- 
win, of whom I had the highest hopes, from 
the throbbing terrors of his prose works, has pre- 
sented a tn^c drama to the public which is al- 
most below mediocrity ; and Coleridge, who holds 
the lamp of genius so far higher than Sotheby, 
3oars on waxen plumes in the Fall of Rober- 
spierre ; since surely few will read that compo- 
sition twice, though it is not without some ema- 
nations of the Aonian light from whence it 
sprung. 

But in the midst of this, at least, partial dra* 
matic impotence^ where most we looked for 
strength, Lewis has given us what we failed to 
obtain from either of. his superior rivals, a grand, 
interesting, and original tragedy, Alphonso of 
jCastile. 

The general style is not equal to that of Jeph* 
ion's truly noble dramas, nor yet, though cpuf* 
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poctici is it 80 poetiG as Miss Bafllie'a 
in her Comit Basil and MiUiflw J>e Monftfoit 
but as to plot| it is superior to any of tbeinj 
bbsy, animatedi and inrolTed, without p ei p l eiit) 
We Ksten with breadiless interest to the pragm 
of the scenes, and caimot pretend to guess at th 
denouement. Orsino is a grand tragic pq sol n gt 
The author does not aim to make any of the cha- 
racters perfect ; the best of them have their ftolt) 
and therefore are they so much the more nataitl' 
But if this ^lay deals not in human aiigeb, demO' 
niac villan^ seems to its utmost boinM eatiogt 
and is graduafly developed in two of die dramttic 
persons. like Lovelace, its hero is besbcM 
and brave, while revenge, ambition, treafdherf; 
and murder, busily whimper their feU instigatavS) 
as unseen they hover ** ind glide around OeA- 
rio's laurell'd sar.'' 

But I am perhiips talkbg to you of that witb 
which you are familiar. If so, while yon hs^ 
admired the CTCellencies of this work, yckk ha^ 
perceivied that the play, as Well as its best cfaarKc- 
ten, has its defects ; that there is too much ahoo^ 
Venus's doves in it ; and that similies, and ^ iao>^ 
al soliloquy are made in situations big with ft^' 
The language of passion, in such momenta, ^ 
boldly metaphoric, but cannot pause for cbmp^ 
rison, or abstract reflection. 
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Thoiq^ I know her not, I am pleased that 
!M[rs Spencer has had the good fortune to interest 
and delight you ; for I am dways desirous that 
men of genius should not do what they are so 
prone to do, marry everyday Mromen. 

Naughty brooki for having behaved outran 
geously again ! That little stream of the mountain 
18 a true spoiled child, whom we love the better 
Sot its faidts, and for all the trouble and alarm 
tke^ occasion. You see I presume to involve 
myself, as if, in some sort, the interesting little 
Tirago belonged to me. Certainly it is my pecu- 
liar pet amongst your scenic children, dear to my 
taste, as they are beautilF^; to my heart, as being 
yours. 



LETTER XIL 
William Hatley, Esq. on his Life of Cow- 

PER. 

March 7, 1803. 

My dear Sir, — ^You have sent me an estimable 
fni very costly present, in addition to a nuttiber 
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of past and siinilar obligations. I thank joi 
.with a deep and ahnost painfiil sense of gratitude 
-This daty had been earlier paid, if I could bw 
(Obtained Idsore for that att«itive perusal of tb 
interesting biography, which I determiiied AouU 
precede my acknowlec^ments, that I m^t not 
intrude two letters upon your attentiiHi. 

Partial as you seem to your unhappy frieodr 
these volumes induce me to believe him muck 
more kind-hearted and amiable than the generallj 
severe, and, in some instances, illiberal spiii^ 
which appears in his so infinitely best wori^, ^ 
.Task, had led me to imagine. 

Cowper's'letters, of which those yolumei ^ 
largely consist, have finally left this impreanon 
on my mind ;— that he had naturally a mild, cod' 
passionate, pious, charitable, and, respecting p^ 
cuniary considerations, liberal and indepeodeD^ 
spirit. Whether from the narrow and miserable 
principles of Calvinism, with which he was so 
deeply tinctured, and which lead either to f^ 
sumptuous trust of acceptance, or to terrors of 
Divine power, utterly unworthy of its mercy ; ^^ 
whether from a native taint of insanity, I know 
not, biU I see him, with all his inherent good pro- 
perties, a vapourish egotist. However, aft^ 
^merging from the mystical and dull jargon <» 
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his letters to Mrs Cowper, he amusingly cfer 
scribes the peculiarities Mrhich shut him up widi«^ 
in himself. 

For, absorbed in himself ^ he appears to have 
been, ignobly inattentive to the works of poetic 
genius which have adorned his country from Mil- 
ton's time to the present. A note in the first 
edition of hb Horner^ the only one I have seen> 
apologizes for his supposed coinage of the word 
purpureal, though Akenside says in his Pleasures 
of Imagination, 

^ Amid parpnreal Tempe*s pleasant scene j^ 

' " » 

and though from the time of that publication the 
word has been in poe^c use. This proves that 
Gowper had not read, or read without attention, 
a justly celebrated work, which stands, at least, on 
as high poetic ground as his own best work, 
though, together with the still greater Paradise. 
Lost^ it is, for obvious reasons, less popular than 
the Task. 

That Cowper also had paid no attention to 
Chatterton's writings, '^ of which all Britain rung 
from side to side/' appears from his assertion, 
that Bums, whose beautiful compositions seem 
to have been forced upon his notice, was the only 
poet since Prior's time, whose compositions 
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•tend in no need of allowance ftom the recoDai 
Ml obscnrity of birdi and ediicatioo. He mi^ 
have beard of Cbatterton, and if be wanted i 
generoot curionty to look into bis Terae, be hi 
no rigbt to make sncb an assertion^ dkgnwk 
to bimselfi and unju^ to tbe greatest gemus, bi 
early eztmction considered, wbicb peiliap6.th 
world ever produced. 

For you he expresses much personal aActioi, 
but it seems to have been because you aQUght ud 
so highly gratified his self-love, without any mii- 
ed consideration of your distinguished talestt. 
Not once does be address you aA a poet of eiU' 
neitcei who had dififtised the lustre of his genioi 
over die late and present period of English fit^ 
rature. 

He often mentions you affectionately in his k^ 
ters to Lady Hesketh ; but no person, who did 
not odierwise know it, would ever dremn frtf^ 
them, that you had so brilliantly preceded him in 
die race of fame, or indeed had published aof 
thing besides the Life of Milton. Upon tint 
subject be could not avoid speaking to you, smce 
it was connected with his own design, to which 
you generously offered to relinquish it, though on 
io advanced a progress. 

Now, you forgive Cowper for all this negative 
injustice to yourself and others. I own I can- 
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not ; and that, as a lilerary character, it costs him 
my esteem. His own works are his eternal and 
uearly exclusive subject. He confesses his earnest 
desire of public praise, yet satirizes, in the Task^ 
its administratiou to others, even to the memory 
of Shakespeare and HandeL Well might that 
unworthy grudging awaken the disdain of the 
poetic lady to whom you allude ! 

Certainly Cowper's letters are those, of a mind 
not ordinarily ^ted ; yet, if 1 could forget that 
they proceeded from a pen which had produced 
one great original work, they would by no means 
shew me an understanding responsible for such 
a production. For the impartially ingenious 
surely they do not possess the literary usefulness 
of Pope's letters; the wit and imagination of 
Gray's, the strength and humour of Dr Johnson's^ 
or the brilliance, the grace, the play of fancy, 
which, ill former years, rendered your letters to 
me equal to die bedtof Madame Sevign^'s, whose 
domestic beauties seem to me to throw those of 
Cowper into shade. I mean the generality of his 
epistles. Some few of them are very interesting 
egotism, for all is egotism ; such of them as de- 
scribe his home, his daily haunts, and the habits 
of his life. Neither can a feeling heart contem- 
plate undelighted the effiisions of his personal 
tenderness for his friends, inconsistent as they 
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ware ivitfi die apttfiy and neglect towards hk 
poetic coutemporariet. 

Yoa seem in your prefiu:e to eonfioe tlie es^ 
cellence of letters to one style, whose style may 
sorely be various, as that of conversation^ wliicfc 
accomplished people do not limit to mere tem^ 
table talk. The epistolary and colloquial excel- 
lencies must result from the style ben^ aciapted 
to the subject, and thus beomiiug in turn, gnrre 
and gay, eloquent and iovestigaling. 

AUow me to express my surprise, that you 
slightly and obscurely mention Cowper's love- 
attachment, which you seem to think the primal 
source of his long and fatally increasing diacon- 
tent. Greneral curiosity must be excited on the 
subject, and will think it has a claim upon h» 
biographer for gratification. Then the well- 
known circumstance of his purposed suicide, and 
the accidental one which induced him to forego 
that design, are inatmal traits in his character 
and destiny; and their suppresoon has a tendency 
to weaken public confidence in the fidelity of re- 
presentation. . 

Since the juvenile attachment is only hinted, 
and the resolve of despair wholly omitted, I won- 
der those deplorable letters to Mrs Cowper, of 
which the world would have known nothii^y were 
not also withheld. They weaken our deference ^ 



for the uftderstanding of Cowper^ and cistfinot 
promote rational piety, since events prove that 
his religion was not that whose ways are pleasant* 
ness, and whose paths are peace. 
. The Bishop of Peterhorough spoke to me of 
his extreme attachment to Mrs Unwin as tlie 
strai^st thing imaginable; and that, from the 
utter absence of every thing attractive in her per- 
son and manners, and of all intellectual fitness 
for a companion to Cowper in retirement. If I 
r^nemb^r right, he said Lady Hesketh's opinion 
of her was 9imilar to his own^ 

I once heard Mr .Newton preach a violently 
methodistical, and consequently absurd and dan<* 
gerous sermon. Miss H* More and her sisters 
had requested for him the pulpit of the late pious 
and excellent Mr Inman, their neighbour: Mr 
and Mrs Whalley were his parishioners, and 1 
was then their guest in 1791* When church was 
over Mr Inman expressed deep regret for havings 
however reluctantly^ graiited Miss. More's requests 
Now, said he, has this man^ in one hour periiaps^ 
rendered fruitless my labour of many yeai*s to 
keep my parishioners free from those wild, de-» 
ceiving principles^ which have turn^ the heads 
of half the poor ignorant people in this county^ 
The result to^opr Cowper of making Newton 
his comfortless conscience^keeper, ough^ to warn 

VOL, Tl. E 
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people of strong imagination how tbey listen to 
religious fanatics^ presumptuously calling them- 
selves evangelical preachers. 

No wonder of mine is excited by the reviewer, 
who, on the testimony of all Cowper's publica- 
tions prior to the Task^ denied him a claim to 
true poetic genius. If a man exhibits only Scotdi 
pebbles to sale, no person is bound to know tb^t 
he has diamonds. Cowper's poems in rhyme do 
not place him above the level of our minor po^« 
Strong sense may be found in them, but they 
want the poetic constituents, imagery, landscape, 
invention, and harmonious numbers. They have 
a stiffness, and hitch in their metre. He was in 
the habit of rhyming witli mean words, as so, gi}^ 
here^ there, and the whole tribe of insignificants; 
yet does not seem to have been led into those in- 
harmonious and nerveless terminations by any un- 
lucky prejudice against the use of what are term- 
ed imperfect rhymes, with which Milton, Dry- 
den, Pope, Mason, and Gray, occasionally re- 
lieved the ear of the reader from the luscious 
sameness of complete chime, and inspirited their 
verse. In one of the best rhyme compositions I 
ever saw of Cowper's, on the twelfth page of 
your first volume, the opening rhymes are waste, 
past, most, lost ; and further on, done, unknown, 
fiom, brow ; and all these in a copy of verses con- 

8 
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taining only twenty-two lines. To my ear, how- 
ever, far from injuring the harmony, they increase 
it by variety of sound. 

The Task, however desultory, however totally 
planless, is a noble poem, and has, as you well 
observe, an unperishable constitution. It is 
more pleasing, of much more general interest 
than the Night Thoughts, because its] themes are 
various ; because the piety is but occasional, though 
frequent ; and has therefore more impressive 
power when it occurs, than where, as in the 
Night Thoughts, it forms the chief and exclusive 
subject ; yet surely we must deeply feel that the 
genius of Dr Young was of a higher order than 
that of Cowper; the sublime passages are of 
much greater strength, of much more frequent 
occurrence. 

The Night Thoughts must be forgotten when 
Cowper is held up as the leading instance of 
Christian devotion, united, with fine efiect, to the 
poetic effervescence of the human mind; and 
surely Mr Hayley lost sight of all the great Eng- 
lisn poets, with Shakespeare and Milton at the 
bead of them, when he calls the Muse of Cow- 
per pre-eminent, incomparable, transcendent, un- 
rivalled, unequalled ; epithets which are profuse- 
ly lavished upon her through the course of these 
volumes; epithets which can only be applied 
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with truth to three men of genius in the known 
world ; to Shakespeare, as a dramatic poet. New* 
ton, as a philosopher, and Handel, as a musician; 
not to Homer, not to Milton ; because they stand 
abreast with each other, and dWide the epic palm. 
Let not applause of distinguished talents be stint- 
ed, but let it not be unjust to superior, or even 
to equal powers, by assertion that the subject of 
its descant has approachless excellence. 

The universal popularity of the Task is ac- 
countable from other causes than its imaginary 
pre-eminence OTer all other contemporary poetry. 
Its beauties are unquestionably sufficient to give 
it considerable rank in the estimation of those 
who look widi ardent, yet impartial eyes on die 
respective claims of the bards, past and pres^it ; 
while it possesses the power to please and in* 
struct the whole race of common readers, who 
cannot perhaps comprehend, in any degree which 
can r^ndei: them charming, the Paradise Los^ 
or Comus ; Akenside's compositions, or Gray's, 
except the Churchyard; very little of Mason's, 
or of yours, except the common-life parts of the 
exquisite Triumphs of Temper ; nor yet of the 
sublimely fanciful Botanic Garden. 

Then the Task, besides its being level to the 
most ordinary capacity, gratifies two of the most 
prevailing dispositions of the general mind, its re- 
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ligious zeal, which exists in countless hearts 
^hose practice it does not govern, and also its 
strange delight to see human nature represented 
in the darkest point of view ; 'm whatever expres- 
ses disdain of it on earth, and menaces it with 
punishment and misery hereafter. 

I am glad to learn, from your volumes, that 
Cowper's first edition of Homer ha^s undergone, 
from bis own hand, that corrective. discipline of 
which it stood so much in need. In that first 
edition I have read it in close comparison with 
Pope's. 

When I had the bapp'mess of being your guest 
at Eartham, in 1782, I remember maintaining, 
against your opinion, the possibility, charming as 
Pope's Homer is, that we might see a still supe- 
rior translation in blank verse, if ever a man of 
eminent genius should undertake the work ; since 
rhyme does not, from the nature of the Iliad, 
seem the best mode of rendering it into English, 
notwithstanding the assertion of three of my 
former learned and poetic friends, that Pope's 
translation makes a finer poem than the original, 
when the superior harmony of the Greek language 
is put out of the question ; that it contains more 
poetic matter ; that the beauty of the Homeric 
pictures, and the grandeur of the sentiments are 
heightened, while a rich veil is thrown over all 
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die coarseness of the old bard. I*did not believe 
ibem at the time, but the avowed fidelity of Cow 
per^s translation has established my present fiutfa 
in their opinion. Waving that imputed superi- 
ority, Cowper's measures and expression, so free 
and generally graceful in the Task, are, in his 
Homer, stiff and inharmonious ; his style loaded 
with Grrecisms, which our language will not bear, 
and with |ow and vulgar terms, from which good 
taste recoils; with strange epithets, which add 
neither force, nor grace, nor character to the name, 
as Priamean Hector, crest-tossing Hector, huge 
Hector, and with the awkwiird double negative 
in perpetual recurrence, as 

** He spake ; nor wbite arm'd Jimo not complied." 
^ He spake ; nor Agamemnon not complied." 
'* 3h^ spake; nor did Minerva not comply." 
'* Nor Jpno him not understood." 

There is also a disgusting frequency of what ought 
never to be found in verse, either blank or rhyme, 
viz. lines closing with an adjective, whose sub- 
stantive begins the next line, thus disjoining what 
the muses decree should, in no instfince, be put 
asunder; instances: 



** As when the Spring's fair danghter, rosy-palm'd 
Anrora 
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^ The Inazen wheeb, and join'd them to the fmooth 
Steel aile" 

** AcfaiUesy after loss of the bright-hait'd 
Briseis'" 

Seldom looking into reviews, I never have read 
one of tfaeii* strictures on Cowper's Homer. Some 
noble passages met my eye on its pages ;*— pas- 
sages upon which not even yourself can set a 
higher value. I am fully sensible of their supe- 
riority to their parallels in Pope. The most strik- ^ 
ing of these instances is the picture of Achilles's 
horse in the close of the 19th book, just before 
he speaks to his master. Poetry has nothing 
finer. — Neither Pindar's nor Gray's £agle excel 
it ; but instances of Cowper's transcending Pope 
are rare ; the reverse instances are countless and 
incessant. 

It appears to me that the lady who purloined 
your friend's song, The Rose, had as little good 
taste as honesty. A quaint affectation of ideas, 
and unscholarlike awkwardness of expression, dis- 
grace it : 

** A rose bad beek wash'd, just wash*d by a shower, 
Wiiich Mary to Anna convey'd." 



* The similarity of sound in the words bright and Briseis 
•ffen Js the ear. — S, 
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According to gfanmar cooilractioD ihe word 
which belongs to tb» shower, and not die rose. 
Mr Cary, SaviHe, and myself used to laogli at i^ 
as a disagreeable quiz of a ballad, when 'we be* 
lieved it a lady's composition. Since Gary has 
known it to be Covirper's he told me he had pet' 
suaded himself to like it. Such is prejudice. 

Another, proof how little your frigid knew of 
the poetic literature of England, as it rose and 
bloomed around him : he says he was the first 
poet who publickly ittigmatized our slave, traife. 
Mr Day's admirable poem The Dyii^ N^ro, 
which, in Uie strongest colours, paints the guilt 
and misery of diat traffick, appeared in the year 
1770, years before Cowper published at all, and 
it was generally read and admired. Conscious as 
Cowper must have been how little he knew of the 
writings of his conteniporaries, he should have 
avoided making such claims for himself, even ip 
a private letter. 

The avowed estimation in which he held Herr 
vey's Meditations, and the compositions of Hur- 
dis, gives me little confidence in his power to ap- 
preciate genius: It proves, at least, that fanati- 
cism and partiality warped his decisions. The lir 
terary world has loi^ pronounced Hervey, as he 
was^ H pomppus enthusiast, dressing up trite ideas 
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ia the -'floweiy noAumgueBB of external exdama- 
tion. 

Detach a few good passages from Hurdis's 
^perhiiigBy and <he lemaiiis a servile imitator of 
Cowpjer^ GisbcHme, too, imitates Cowper, but 
with better effect. The Village Cprate is a dis^ 
fligreeafole poem^ the Forest Walks a very pleas- 
ing work. One of the most disgusting compo- 
•il»oi»3 I ever read is a poem of Hordis, on the 
death <yf hUsiBter. 

' My work' on Darwin is likely to displease, for 
^ period, numbers, peiiiaps, for one that will i^ 
prove it* The wofld of letters seem divided in 
two wide extremes ; one half considering him as 
infioitely the first genius of his age, both as to 
poetic system^ and execution ; the other hidf af- 
fecting to hold similnr opink>ns of his writing^ 
with those so injuriously avowed in the Pursuits 
of Literature. I accidentally took up a Critical 
Review last winter, which says of some writer, in 
derision — ^ he professes to like Gibbon's prose 
and Darwin's poeti^y.'' . All who implicitly enlist 
themselves in either of Aese divisions will dis- 
like my work, and perhaps publickly abuse it. 

The same extremes of opinion prevail amongst 
his acquaintance respecting his moral character ; 
either exalt him as having been almost superior 
to human frailty, and exclaim with Sir Brooke 
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Boothbj — ** Darwio was one of the best men I 
have erer known ;" or sUgmatize him as an em* 
piric in^ medicine, a Jacobin in politics ; deceil- 
fiil to those who trusted him, covetous of g^ain^ 
and an alien to his God. What can 1 hope foi^ 
who spoke of him as he v^s. 

And now, my dear bard, can you persuade 
yourself to forgive this merciless mtruacNi on 
your time? I hope you will read my letter as I 
wrote it, at snatches of leisure, and take at least 
a fortnight to its perusal. I do not ask you to 
pardon my ingenuousness; since, presuming to 
speak to you of your work, 1 coidd not deserve 
your esteem had I not spoken honestly. 

1 am sure you will be glad to learn that your 
affectionate admirer, Saville, is in existence, and 
in better health this than in the preceding winter, 
which was nearly fatal to him. He desires his 
cordial and grateful remembrances. 

Yourself and the world have lost poor Roin- 
ney; that soul of genius, honesty, generosity, and 
petulance—and you, yes you have left £)^rtham ! 
your once darling Eardiam ! but my iavigini|ti(Hi 
obstinately refuses to separate your image from 
that dear lovely scene. 
Adieu! adieu! 
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Rev. R. Fellowes. 

Licf^ld, June 14, 1803. 

Afteh a much more than wished delay, per* 
baps it is in an unlucky hour that I acknowledge 
and thank you for a letter, interesting as are all 
your letters, but containing disappointing contra- 
diction of a report, vrhich I flattered myself had 
some foundation ; good fortune, in prospect at 
least, if not in possession. To find the vision 
wholly baseless grieves me. 

By unlucky hour, I meant the possibility that 
Harbury may have ceased to be your home ere 
this letter reaches that place, if by naming mid- 
summer as the period of your probable removal 
into Suffolk, you meant the ides of this month 
rather than the rent-receiving period. 

If you do change your habitation, may that 
change increase your comforts ! God only knows 
what changes await us all before the final and 
constantly impending change, plunged, as we are, 
in the mischiefs and miseries of another war. I 
believe the present ministry mean well, but I fear 
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they have in them the aeeds of those roinous poli- 
tics which influenced their predecessors. What is 
more surprising, the conti^^ion now seems to have 
spread widely amopgst dioee whose wiser comi- 
cilsy during the late contest, might, had th^ been 
taken, have saved this nation from the perils 
which surround it now. 

I fear diat, in rejecting the ofiered mediation of 
Russia, I see the plague-spot of hopless contest 
in their councils; and that by this step they are 
rendering themselves almost as reprehensible as 
their infatuated predecessors. To them, to their 
pernicious measures, is France indebted for that 
power to aggrandize herself, which every nation 
that possesses will use. 

If England could monopolize the commerce of 
Europe, would she not do it i If she could ex* 
tend her territory would she resbt the tempta* 
tion? Then how more than rhp ldjoh the idea, 
that if Buonaparte could be removed from 
the world, or from the seat of power in 
France, with him the spirit which creates our 
jealousy would die! — It will live in the breast 
of hi$ successor. Restore the Bourbons, and 
it would mount from the Consular seat to the 
throne. No experienced operation of philosor 
phic science is more certain than the influence of 
national ambition. 
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If any degree of success to balance or to close 
the evils of another war at this juncture, were 
laot utterly hopeless ; if there was the least chance 
that renewed hostilities could wrest from the foe 
that proud supremacy which former hostilities 
gave to his grasp, it might be wise to attempt it, 
at' almost any price.—- Since there is not, why 
must the nation be beggared so utterly in vain i 
But a truce with these heart-burning questions ; 
tihey hdp not — they avail not. 

You ask me if I have read Bloomiield's Moral 
Tales. Yes, but with a disappointed eye. They 
are as much below his principal work as Cow 
per's other writings are below his Task. O what 
idol-worship is the Hayleyan biography of that 
man ! — of genius so unequal, of principles so un- 
happy ! 

I am charmed with what you say about the 
author of Gebir*, and his other projected epic. 



* The senteDce in Mr Fellowes' letter alluded to above. — 
" The author of Gebir, who lives in this neighbonihood, has 
lately made another attempt to convey the vraters of Helicon 
by leaden pipes, and many dark subterranean vvayt, into the 
channel of the Avon. I have not seen these last effusions of 
his muse ; but, havmg trod the dark profound of Gebir, I fed 
no inclination to begin another journey, which promises so 
litUe pleasiure, and probably where only a few occasional 
flashes will enlighten the road." 
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The whole mass of Cowper's letters, 86 osteirta- 
tioiuly, 8cf over-weeningly vaunted by Mr H., 
do not contain one passafge so imaginative ! Such 
sentences, in which your letters are so rich, teach 
me to exclaim in the words- of Pope, 

** How sweet a Prior Is in FeBowet^loit P* 

If you should settle in Suffolk, what an honour 
for a peasant of that country to have rendered 
your daily haunts classical ! Becoming your re- 
sidence, another age will consider the ground 
douUy hallowed by sacred eloquence, and by 
poetic inspiration. 

Cousin Henry White is justly proud of the 
esteem you avow for his character. His best 
wishes, with mine, hover around your idea. He 
took my memoirs of Dr Dannin up to town a 
little time ago. Some demur has arisen since he, 
as we both believed, settled the business with the 
bookseller: Delay ensues, unfavourable to bio- 
graphic composition. Above all other species of 
writing it is expedient that it should *^ catch the 
aura popularis" which curiosity breathes, ere it 
wastes and sinks in expectation. An early copy will 
be ordered for you. You will find your name ou 
the leaves. I hope you will not think I have 
taken it in vain. — 'Adieu ! 
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Or Lister. 

Lichfield, June 20, 1803. 

I AM happy to find my acknowledgment of 
your last kind letter so soon greets you beneath 
your native skies ; that you have given the most 
alarming symptoms of your late malady to the 
winds and waves of the Bay of Bis€a:y, and that 
they have graciously accepted the present* My 
pen did not pursue you to Lisbon^ since your stay 
there was of such purposed shortness. From 
your account of that place^ in your letters to your 
mother, which she has kuidly shewn me, and 
from what Mrs M. Powys says of Oporto, we 
may well exclaim, What bu odious country of su- 
perstition, ignorance, slavery, and filth is Portu- 
gal ! The French will take it, and then with how 
much cant about its lost liberty shall we be pest^ 
ered. 

What an escape you had of being taken on 
your return ! When you were within an hour's sail 
of the foe, an instantaneous and impervious mist 
rose on the meridian of a bright and cloudless^ 
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day! It did indeed seem a blessed tntenrentkm of 
Providence. I shall love old Fog the better for 
this business as loi^ as I live. — Till now he has 
been no great fieivoarite of miae. 

All you said to me from Falmoudi concern- 
ing the motives of your voyage, the good yon 
cheerfully hoped from it, and the manly and 
Christian resignation with which you looked at 
its[>ossibIeftilurey was worthy of yotir fine iioder- 
standittg and excellent heart* The degensratiii^ 
world has much need of such characters as jomn 
to renovate its enfeebled vrisdom, and perinhing 
virtue ; and the loss of you would wrn^ many an 
individual bosom widi sorrow ^ it would impart 
to mine all a sister's grief: 

** Bat ckmbtB and fean, tbtt know ta tnmbte lofe, 
Scatter'd by wiodt recede, and wide on billows rove !* 

Your lovely child's health, and the fast-advancmg 
recovery of your affectionate mother, will prove, 
I trust, strengthening and Cordial to your own 
convalescence. 

Yes, dear Lister, I have every trust in the va-* 
lidity o^ your dependence that the country's una- 
nimity would boldly meet that haughty foe, 
which the jealous cowardice of our senate has 

invited to our shores. But Buonaparte, however 

e 
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ambitioiis and grasping he may be, is too wise to 
fulfil our unfounded prognostic. It b true, be 
direatened Lord Whitworth that, if we quarrelled 
with France, it should be fulfilled. That threat, 
however, was but the tub to the whale, the red 
cloak to the bull. He knew the meditated hos- 
tility of Britain would give him safer and surer 
means of aggrandizement ; and, lo ! it has al- 
ready, ere we have been two months at war, 
placed Hanover and Hamburgh in hia posses- 
sion ! 

To increase the power, first of America, and 
then of France, by those self-destructive means, 
which it was demonstrably certain would increase 
it, has been the lamentable system of politics in 
die British cabinet, from the bour we sought to 
coerce our transatlantic colonies. In the year 
1796, Mr Bell'*'', in a letter to his friend Simp- 
son, says,— '^ We have placed a drunken coach- 
man upon the state-box. He is driving down the 
precipice, and the passengers are crying out— 
What an excellent whip !— how merrily we ride T 

This war is the child of that crusade against 
regicide France, the epithet of France in Burke's 
war-whoop. That long, insane, disastrous con- 
test, which left peace (the only means of restoring 

* A bviuler of lincolnli Inn.— ^. 
VOL. VI. p 
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die national prosperky) so clogged with die 
chiefs of the war, as to require more patieiicc^ 
firmness, and wisdom to preserve it, dian we c<Nild 
reasonably hope for m a ministry, teased and re- 
proached with pusillanimity, from time to tim^ 
by the proud, but, in fru:t, coward jealousy of so 
large a number of the senators. How long AJl 
it be the curse of this country to run into real 
dangers, of the direst mi^nitude, to aroid inu^ 
nary ones i Jacobinism in the last war, — ^invasion 
in this. So, like a silly bird, we have dropt into 
the jaws of the serpoat. 

Mr White took up my Memoirs of Dr Dar- 
win to town with him five weeks ago. Th^ 
ought to have been out by this time. Jchmcn 
ofiered an handsome price for them, which Mr 
White accepted; so I thought diem ki train for 
speedy publicadon; but, on reconsidering die 
manuscript, Johnson foncies the simple unexag- 
gerated statement of certain facts, which all Ae 
world knew at the time they happened, will mor- 
tify a certain public character and his connectioDSy 
with whom Johnson has important concerns ; and 
he says our agreement mu^t be dissolved, if I do 
not withdraw their mention, or at least greatly 
soften the genuine colour they bear. Rather than 
break with him, whom I have announced as my 
publisher, I have attempted that softened colour- 



ing. I cannot suppress them without injuring the 
singularity and interest of the little episodical his- 
tory to which their statement is material. If he 
will not be satisfied with the sacrifice 1 have taken 
the trouble to make, in compliment to his scru- 
ples, I must seek some other bookseller for the 
tract, which will occasion great farther delay. 

My Memoirs of Darwin were finished ere his 
posthumous work, the Temple of Nature, appear- 
ed. I was not sorry to escape the trouble it 
would have cost me to make the same analysis of 
that, which I had made of the Botanic Garden. 
In the close of the Memoirs, T avow my non-per- 
usal of the work, with my hope that it will not 
prove unworthy of its author's reputation. 

I have since been told that it was dreadfully in- 
decent, and unequivocally profane. Shocked by 
the accusation, I dreaded to examine its pages ; 
but, on examination, I have pleasure in finding 
them idle calunmies. The Temple of Nature is 
no more indecent and profane than the Botanic 
Garden. Less various, less interesting, though 
not less poetical in its language and imagery, than 
that beautiful sport with the Linnean sexualities, 
it must, in justice, be acquitted of any tendency to 
shock the purity of the mind, or inflame the 
youthful passions. 

I had heard it was not fit for the female eye. 
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It can only be unfit for the penual of soch fe- 
males a$ still believe the legend of their niurseij, 
that children are dug out of a parslejr-bed ; who 
have never been at churchy or looked into a Bibk^ 
— and are totally ignorant that^ m the lureseDt 
state of the world, two sexes are necessary to die 
production of animals. 

To such misses, if such are above groupd, and 
to such only, it can be proper to intardict diis 
posthumous poem of Darwin's. As for the rest, 
interdiction is superfluous ; the work is much too 
deeply, too abstrusely philosophic for their com- 
prehension respecting its ideas, and too 
in its lai^age ; whfle it has nothing for 
curiosity, more gratifying than the words '^ sexoil 
intercourse,*' — ^'^ solitary reproduction ;** of which 
last, if they can make either head or tail, I will be 
whipt. So far also from its being an adidstical 
system of mere materialism, it only demonstrates 
the unperishable nature of matter, and its constant 
progress, after death, into other livii^ animaliy 
through the medium of nutrition. It resigjas tbe 
human soul to the destiny announced to it in the 
sacred writings. 

So iar from its being Darwin's design, that this 
work should proclaim the principles which, alas! 
h^ too surely entertained, I am convinced he in- 
tended this work should remove from his memoi; 
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the infidel stigma. And so much for the voluptu- 
ous and improper tendency of the Temple of Na* 
ture. Adieu ! 



LETTER XV. 



Dr Percival of Manchester. 

lAckfield, June £9^ 1803. 

Since I received your kind and various lite- 
rary presents*, coercive claims upon my time and 
attention, wrested from me many days leisure, 
which I wished to have employed in an earlier 
examination of their contents. To have made 
my acknowledgments upon a careless and curtail- 
ed perusd, could only have, proved an abortive 
consciousness, and an inadequate gratitude. My 
pen is now enabled to pay a tribute of thanks and 
praise less utterly unworthy. 

In these volumes you give the public a blended 
treasure of medical duties, morality, and Christ- 



* Third Part of a Father's loslractlons, Medical Ethics, 
and Biographical Memoirs of Thomas Batterworth Bayley, 
Esq. F. R. A. &c. ^c— vS. 
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ian faith. Powerfallymust h streogdien tfie pro- 
feiaooal shidd against die imputed im^^on ot 
pbysicians. Doubtless the lives, the oral and oc- 
casionally written testimonies of several of your 
pathologic predecessors and contemporarieflfy have 
considerable tendency to weaken the ceamue. 
They have raised repellii^ mounds; you have 
built a tower of strength. While hypothetical 
materialism, rash General of the undisciplined 
army of second causes, boasts Dr Erasmus Dar- 
win as his chief captain — God and his retributoiy 
tribunal ; Christ and his expiatory power ; the 
immortality of the soul, and resurrectiou of the 
body ; the union of pious faith and energetic good 
works ; all that is rational, all that is lovely in the 
gospel syst^n, will shew to future times, amoi^ 
their able champions, the contemporaiy of Br 
Darwin, Dr Thomas Percival* 

Your page of consecration has solemn and ptr 
thetic simplicity. The events it records had my 
sympathetic concern when they first reached mj 
ear; and they have often since cost me s^« 
Esteem augments into affectionate veneratioD/ 
when we contemplate the sage who had bowed 
resigned to deprivations so tryiiq;, and see Im 
here risen up— 
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^ To justify eteiiial Providence, 

And vindicate the ways of God to man." 

Beautifully does your Fragment introduce your 
eloqu^it discussion of that difficult subjecti the 
Divine permission of evil, natural and moral. I 
never heard or saw it reasoned upon so ably* 
Pope has thrown around it the richest hues of 
poesy; but his arguments, or rather his argu* 
mentative questions, are brought to no satisfactory 
conclusion. Little must it console the individual 
sufferer, that the earthquakes, the tempests, or the 
flames which have consumed his property; the 
diseases which have preyed upon his frame, or the 
afflictions which have agonized his bosom, are not 
inconsistent with the general order and moral go- 
vemnient of the universe. He may learn, on 
your pages, to extract their bitterness, and make 
them instruments of hb increased virtue, and, con- 
sequently, increased happiness, possibly here, and 
certainly hereafter. 

Much would it exceed the compass of my 
paper, were I to descant on the separate merits of 
this tract ; but none of them have been lost upon 
me. I must, however, observe, that I am parti- 
cularly gratified by all you write, with so much 
just discrimination, on the nature and proper ends 
ef our appetites ; and upon those of our nobler 
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faculty, imaginatioB. Concerniiig that, yoa hxwe 
brought into a luminous focus all the diffiiae dia* 
sertations of Addison, and the hannonious and 
picturesque metaphysics of Akenside. 

Nor less does my whole heart approve your 
wise, and much needd, cautions to our cletgy^ 
against raising their doctrinal superstructures op- 
on partial texts* rather dum upon the general 
tenor of the Gospel tenets. Had such cautioD 
governed the preachers and writers in die early 
periods of Christianity, it had escaped die pollu- 
tions of the Romish church. Had it prevailed finora 
the first establishment of Protestantism, it bad 
precluded the divisions, almost endless, of die 
sectaries, and the disgrace upon the rationality of 
the Scriptures, brought upon them by Calvmiatic 
theory, and its presumptuous assertions. Tbey 
are founded on partial texts of die AposUes, sub- 
sequent to Christ, addressed to .converts under 
particular circumstances, and inapplicable to those 
educated in hb faith. In the sense to which they 
wrest them, they are neither compatible with the 
justice or the mercy of God, or with the general 
precepts of the Scriptures. 

You have doubdess seen Mr Fellowea's publi- 
cations. He also is, in this day, a very able 
champion of pure Christianity. Your cautions to 
the clergy are the grounds he has taken ; but his 
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<:liarmiiig writings do not seem popular. The 
proud highrpriests stigmatize tbem as latitudi- 
narian. The human mind is prone to gloomy ex- 
tremea, either to sink into lliat broad large limbo 
of Scepticism, 

^' Where violent cross-winds^ from either coast, 
Blow it transyerse a thousand leagues away f* 

or into the gloomy gulf of superstition. Few 
tread the straight plain path, though the benevo- 
lent rays of Gospel truth shine upon it; for 
men are disposed to love darkness rather than 
light : — the sceptics, from pride of intellect and 
laxity of morals; the CalvinistB, because their 
tempers are sour and malignant. They wrap 
themiselves up in their Pharisaic mantle, and fond* 
ly believing it their own shield, scowl from be- 
neath it on the multitude, which they have the ar« 
rogauce to judge and condemn* 

In your Medical Ethics, there are just and 
incontrovertible arguments against the heinous 
crime of duelling, that murderous punctilio of 
Luciferian honour. I cannot, however, think, 
that any sincere exertions have been made to re- 
pres3 it. Had they been sincere, they must have 
been efficient. See how the phantom laws 
against the guilt are scorned and foiled by the 
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ferdkt of the juries, inrariably and alike acqoit- 
ttng the sornvor, whether the chall^iged or die 
challenger. Behold Christian kings coimmng at 
the wicked system of their army, which enforces 
the practice, by holding it infimioos to avoid com- 
mitting murder upon every personal ofFence, how- 
ever slight or even undesigned! and behold hr 
shionable society caressing the murderer ! 

I could wish you had more severely reproved 
the seconds and surgeons, who, without the irtt- 
tation of apprehended contumely, promote the 
enormous crime, by omitting to apprize magis- 
trates of its intended perpetration ! Such mis- 
creants, however high their worldly reputatioii, 
should be stigmatized and shunned, since they 
might, and would not, prevent the execution of a 
design, which cannot be put in act without the 
probable loss of life, and of the forgiveness of 
God after death. 

Permit me to thank you for the Biographic 
Memoirs of your admirable friend. He was, ifl' 
^ deed, a luminary, whose beams ought to shine 
' from the tomb, kindling the emulative fires in 
those who survive, and in the rising generation. 
Your Memoirs will diffuse and perpetuate this 
monumental light. 

I have the honour to remain, with perfect 
esteem, 8cc. 
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LETTER XVI. 

Walter Scott, Esq. 

Lichfield, July 29, 1803. 

A THOUSAND thanks for the thmi volume of 
Ae Border Minstrelsy, and for your letter, which 
succeeded in a few days. I am charmed with the 
extract this packet contains from your yet un- 
published poem, now on the anvil. The first 
sixteen lines of that extract glow with your softest 
tints of portrait, and of landscape. The questions 
in the next eight lines have a fine efiect; the 
fourth reminds me of this noble passage in Para* 
disc Lost : 



^* So Satao stood, and like a comet bnm'd, 
That fires the lengUi of Opluiieiu huge 
In the arctic sky, and from his horrid hair 
Shakes pestilence and war.** 

The different nature of the objects considered, 
your passage has no inferiority ; the epithet wa» 
vering ha9 the most marked appropriation to the 
beacon's light. You are the first poet who, here 
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and in joor Eve of St John, has done ami^e Joa- 
tice to the melancholy and ominous flame. Nor 
less do I admire the ensuing passi^; it fioelj 
contrasts the quiet graces of that part of this ex- 
tract The disorder of the armour, whiii the 
lady sees from the casde turret, so hastily broiq;lit 
into the area below, on the discovery of the dis- 
tant beacon ; the simile for the shaken spears, — 
.*' like reeds beside a frozen brook,'*— all is in die 
first rank of poetic vrriting. 

A protest of mine against die frequent and li- 
centibus change of measure, which. Sonthey adopts 
in his Thalaba, and systematically defends, is 
printed at the close of the first volume of the 
Poetical Register, which came out in 1802. Iti 
effect did not please me in Thalaba ; and I thii^ 
the practice opens a door to much revel-rout, «m1 
confusion in poetry, blendiiq^ its various orders 
till all distinction amongst them is lost. Yet I 
feel that the sudden introduction of insular 
measure, succeeding to the gentler trochaic coup- 
lets in this extract, produces great picturesque ef- 
fect. The numerous fires, successively, yet almost 
instantaneously, kindling on all the hills, rivals in 
poetic effect, your preceding picture of the first 
solitary and warning beacon. 

You possess the rare art, belonging only to great 
and original poets,—- that of being able so to pre* 
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sent an impressive objecti that, though you may 
bave repeatedly described it, still it shall be new ; 
and that^ from varied situation, varied accom- 
paniments, and varied epithets, climatic in their 
strength. 

It is well, for. it is needAil, that you are pre- 
paring in Edinburgh to present to our mighty and 
incensed foes, the stoutest front of defensive 
battle. It is now fruitless to reproach that mi* 
serable nine years system of British politics, which 
brougbt upon this country the perils of this hour* 
Of those indirect and crooked paths, which in* 
volved our violated faith to Ireland, see the con- 
sequence so inevitably resulting ! If honour, if 
justice, if the sacred faith of treaties were con- 
sidered as nothing, self-preservation might have 
operated to restrain their violation. Was the 
dangerous epoch of the republic's growing power 
a season in which to crush the national pride of 
Ireland,* and to wrench away the self-legislation 
which we had so solemnly pledged to her i The re- 
bellious spirit which has again broken out, and 
which there is so much reason to fear will be uni- 
versal in the island, was the sure consequence of 
that infatuated innovation. It is an hydra-headed 
monster, whose efforts, I fear, will not cease till 
the yoke of England becomes exchanged for that 
of France : An heavier probably — but the burn- 
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ing aetue of perfidy williiigly hazards racarring 
increased eyik for gratified refeoge. Xhts ia m- 
lure ; and what wise man dreams that he can con- 
troul her operations ! 

You must not consider my little wods as a life 
of Darwin ; it neither assumes nor merits a tide 
so responsible. I have not sdeoce, I have not 
sufficient knowledge of his philosophical cont' 
spondence, to make any such pretensimi ; and of 
his literary life, since he left diis city in 17Sl,I 
know notfaingi except through die medium of hii 
publications. To present a faithful portrait of 
his dispositioui his manners, his heart ; — to draw 
aside the domestic curtun ; to delmeate the conim- 
bial and parental conduct of his youth ; the Pe- 
trarchan attachment of his middle life ; its re- 
semblance to that of the bard of Vaucluse, but its 
better fate ; to analyse his poetic claims ; and to 
present singular instances of philosophical lore is 
the eventful history of one of his distinguished 
friends ; — these, and these only, must you expect 
from my feminine Darwiniana. Johnson has had 
the manuscript on a high price purchase these 
three months* Why he delays to produce it| I 
know not. He is a very laconic personage, ^ 
has upon him the penphobia. 

And now for the treasures of this third volume 
of the Border Minstrelsy. There, as in its t^^ 
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predecessors, you hang el^ant prose raiments 
upon its old wooden-posta of verse. There is but 
one gleam of poetry in the first ancient ballad, 
'* Auld Maitland''— thus : 

^ They iBde Uieir bone, they nm their horse. 
They hovered o'er the lea.* 

That is to the eye, and consequently it is poetry* 

The story of ** Sir Hugh Bland" resembles that 
of Lucretia, only that the Scotch lady was wiser 
than the Roman matron, by making other blood 
rather than her own the test of her chastity ; but 
Lucrece had a patriotic view in her suicide. Af- 
ter yoiur prose prelude. Sir Hugh and his Lady 
lose interest and beauty by the rhymes, as David 
does by those of Stemhold and Hopkins^. This 
ballad is entirely in the murk and muddy morning 
of Caledonian verse, ere its long bright day arose. 
Your prelude to the '' Lament of the Border 
Widow" delights me. Description from your pen 
is the rmg of Fortimatus, and instantly places us 
in the midst of the scene it so vividly deline- 
ates. In the old ditty itself there is, rare to say, 
poetry, though quaint and uncouth. The last 
stanza but one is pathetic, — yes, extremely. It 
should have been final, since that which is final 
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has a quaint conceit, weakening the itiong^ 
preasion its monriiAil predecetsor had made. 

Without one gleam of genhis "* Oiristie's WiH" 
18 a humorous, amusing ballad* After wacfimg 
through so many bald and tuneless ifaymesy wlu^ 
an effect does their contrast obtain for the Iot^ 
lines of Langhome, which precede your next in- 
teresting prose tract, prefixed to the rude ** March 
of Lesley ."^ That morsel of genuine poesy iq>- 
pears to us, after the old poems, asa bust of Rou- 
billiac would do when when we had been look- 
ing at a barber's block. How strongly does all 
the modem poetry of these Virfumes demonstrate 
the stupid infatuation concerning die decline of 
poetic genius in this period ; but it has been the 
cant of th^ critics in all ages* Grenius ever has, 
and ever must have, to contend with the dulness 
of pedantry, and with the envy of inferior rhym- 
ists. 

I confess myself right glad to leave the steril 
land of rude, unomamented, traditionary verse, 
for the fair fertile r^ons of genuine poetry. 

First steps forward the Ovid of your fraternity, 
the melodious, the fanciful Leyden. Ovid, how- 
ever, has nothing which, through the medium of 
translation, has half the charms for me as Ley- 
den's Mermaid. The former volumes of Border 
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"M-instrdsy contain delighlAil effltiences from the 
game clear foimtUD; but the Mermaid is the 
brigbtest of its streams. It opens with a new 
poetic notice, that of ike mwQuuring aea<«hell^ 
amongst the sounds congenial to the thoughts of 
partkig lovers — thus : 



^ On Jnn^fl shore bow sweetly sweD 

The marman of tiie mountain bee! 
How softly monins Ibe wreitlied sbell 

Of Jiim*8 sboie its parent sea T 

The alliteration of the above stanza has a very 
picturesque effect. The lavish recurrence of the 
letters finely imitates the hudiy sound (if I may 
be allowed to coin that epithet) of the sea-shore, 
and the hissing effect is softened away by the 
number of intermixed vowels, and by the fre- 
quency of the sonorous consonant m. These are 
little circumstances to which no poet should be 
inattentive who wishes to mute the graces of pic- 
ture and of melody. 

Nor less happy in this poem is the deprecation 
concerning the sea-snake, and its ensuing descrip- 
tion, and the oceanic scenery, page d09« The 
portrait of the sea-nymph, the helpless sinking of 
the hero into the deep within her grasp ; its si- 
mile to the lead-like dropping of a corse into die 

VOL, VI, G 
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water; the weU*iiiiagiiied deflcription of tiie 
coral cave ; the second portrait of die memiaid 
in that cave ; the reaasumption of her monster 
form ;— all are fresh from the plastic haad of true 
genius. 

Your prelude to diis poemi xfith the fSaboIoas 
legends you cite there, is vefy amusiiy. 

How rich b Scotland at this period in poets I 
Mr Sharp is a fine one ; witness his Tower of 
Repentance. The 2d and Sd stanza are admk- 
abk — so is the whole of the ensuing poem, ^ Hie 
Murder of Caerlaveroc." It contains an origotti 
poetic picture of the extremest beautjr — a lady 
asleep. 

» 

^ Undot'd ber moatb of roqr hoc 

Whence issued firagnnt air. 
That gently, in soft motion^ blew 

Stray ringlets of her hair.' 



Then how tiatural is the ensuing dream (when wet, 
as she slumbers, by the blood of her bridegroom) 
that the waters of the Forth flowed over her! 
The musical locality of the last stanza but one is. 
striking. 

Your epic ballad, '' Cadzow Castle,'^ is all over 
excellence, nothing but excellence, and eveiy 
species of excellence^ harmonic, picturesque, cba 



liETTER XVI. 



99 



racteristic. It satisfies to luxury the ii?hoIe soul 
of my imaginatioD. 

Ilie gay festivity of modem life, with which it 
opens, and the quiet graces of a cultivated land- 
scape, in the blessedness of national peace, which 
forms the close, have the finest possible effect, 
as preceding and succeeding the spirited and su- 
blime story of Regent Murray's assassination. 
The lifted pall of oblivion discloses that scene in 
all tlie interesting customs and manners of the 
feudal times. Then the interspersed landscapes! 
You Salvator! you Claude! — what a night scene! 
•«— what an animated description of the onset of 
the morning chase I Your bull !— what a sublime 
creature I'-^aiidO! the soft, sweet picture of 
Margaret; pale, yet beauteous convalescent from 
her maternal throes I — It rivals . the Alcmena of 
Pindar in his first Nemean ode. 

The Homeric pages have nothing grander than 
your Bothwellhaugh returning to the chase from 
the deed of revenge he had committed on the re- 
gent. 



^ Bat who o*er bosh, o'er stream, and rock, 
Rides headlong with resistless speed ? 

Whose bloody poniard's frantic stroke 
Drives to the leap his jaded steed ? 






* A « 
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IHiofe dMek is ptle» wkoM flfe4MDt iJhiM' 

As one some horrid sigbt ttitfl mmi 
Whose hands are bloody, loose h« hair?— 

rrbhe! tishe! 'tkBothwellhaaghf 

Vnm gory sefie*, and reelhig steed 
SproBf the fieree honeflsan witka bond. 

And reeking ftooi the reeairt deed 
He dash'd his carbine on the groond.'* 

I read this poem last week to a youi^ soldi^ of 
genius. Captain Oliver, nephew to the Duchess 
of Ancaster. His kindling countenance alwajs^ 
and often his exclaiming voice, marked eveiy 
beauty as I proceeded. Above .all was he im* 
pressed with the picture of the regent and his 
train, and every striking feature there given of t 
crowded march. 

To observe the first efiect of noble poetry 
upon a mind alive to its graces, has ever been to 
me a gratification on which my whole soul luxu« 
riates. — ^Adieu ! 



* Selle, saddle. A word used by Spencer and olhtr, vh 
dent writefs.p^5. 
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LETTER XVII. 

Rev. R» FELLowEa. 

Lichfield, Jug. 31, 1803. 

O Sir ! the peace, the gladness, the energy of 
my heart and spirit have siuak in a dark gulf 
since 1 wrote to you last, never more, I think, to 
rise again to light, and to cheer^ the blank re- 
mainder of my existence. 

On the fotal second of this month, Mr Saville, 
the dearest friend I had on earth; passed, in one 
quarter of an hour, from apparent health and 
even gay vivacity, to die silence and ghasdiness 
of death. Yes, the pure, intelligent, and ami- 
able spirit fled, never more to animate the grace* 
ful form and expressive countenance which age 
could not wither, many as were the years he had 
known. 

Some threatening symptoms of water in the 
chest had, a few weeks before, appeared ; but, by 
medical discipline, they seemed entirely subdued. 
After near a month's recovered health, he was 
dressing to attend a concert, whither his dearest 
friends had preceded him, when, after a few mi- 
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nutes imprudent stooping over his stomach, a 
sudden attack of impeded respiration came oo, 
and in less than twenty minutes his dear inesti- 
mable life passed away. 

Thus in that short, unwarned period, was a 
friendship of thirty-seven years duration struck 
from my soid, and with it all that soothed, all 
that gladdened its perceptions. 

O ! he was the last-left friend of my youdi ! 
Remembrance of all I had previously loved, amd 
lost, leaned on his mutual recollection and tender 
sympathy. His intelligent smile was the sun- 
shine of my temperate board ; the emanations of 
his naturally- endowed mind, cultured and illumi- 
nated by a just taste for literature, and all the 
fine arts, threw their useful and cheering light on 
my intellectual pursuits ; the fervors of his pure, 
ingenuous, and pious heart, were my encourage- 
ment in the practice of whatever rendered m^ 
character in any degree estimable ; they were ray 
stay, my consolation under each assailii^ mis- 
fortune; 

** Ah DOW for comfort wfaitlier shall I go ? 

Ko more his-soothiiig voice my sorrow cheers ! 
Those placid eyes with smiles po longer glow, 

My hopes to cherish and allay my fears ! 
'Tis meet that I should moani ; flow, flow ye bitter tears r* 
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"My friends assure me no death has^ in any per- 
son's memory here^ \)een so generally, so deeply 
lamented. Every member of his cathedral, of 
which more than forty years he had been the 
most constant attendant, and brightest ornament, 
both in the reading-desk ^ and in the musical ser- 
vice, followed his funeral with choral honours and 
with deluged eyes. Scarcely were any eyes dry 
amongst that large concourse of people which 
flocked around in solemn silence. 

Dear Saville was a test character; — rno one 
ever conversed with hint freely without esteem 
and love, except from some dark defect of head 
or heart in themselves, to repel the influence of 
that else irresistible goodness, which shone out 
in. his open, his expressive countenance, and 
breathed in the varied, melodious, and interest- 
ing cadences of his voice, both in speaking and 
when he sung. 

Agony over this never to be recompensed pri- 
vation has subsided in my soul, o^ 1 should ra- 
ther say returns to it by seldomer paroxysms ; for 
at first it was. nearly incessant. Hopeless, nerve- 
less melancholy has succeeded, and reqders me in- 
capable of exertion. I must entirely break off 

* The vicars choral io Uiis cathedral always read the first 
lesson, and Mr Saville was nniversfdly allovred the ^est pes- 
•ible reader of the Scriptures.— ;5. 
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my imiaeMe correqKmdeoce. Il has bocone ^o 
extensive and complkatecl as to re^piire a laiy 
portion of cheerful indnsUy to dadMuy its iJutiui^ 
even at seldoni intenrals, to the indifidiiab of 
which it was conposed. Each firieMi most 
dierefore accept one harewdl letter, anA then 
consider me as '' free among the dead, like ipHo 
them that are womided and lie m die grave, who 
are out of remembrance and cot away ftona the 
earth/' 

I cannot, however, be so utterly absorbed m 
seKdi woe, though cureless, as to leave wholly 
unnoticed your last inleresAq^ letter; yet pen^ 
me previously to diank you for your truly admir- 
able and recent publication^. Its reasoning is 
demonstrative, amiable in its philan&ropy, and 
faithful to the rectitude of die deity, since God 
camiot be unjust, expecting to leap wheie he has 
not sowed. 

Natural, touching, and tend^, is your desonp- 
tion of the feelings whidi drilled yomr bosom^ on 
quitting the curacy of Harbuiy, and your m 
years tended flock ;— -and O ! how true is your ob- 
servation, that we must lose comforts ere we be- 
come conscious in what degree they had contri- 
buted to our happiness ! I thought I had esti- 

* A Siq^temeot to the Piotape of Christiaa PhikMopbjr; a 
work by the same anthor.— <S; 
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mated Ae blessings of mj lost friend's society as 
liiglily as posable ; bow I fkidi— but I will not 
slide back intp the hopeless tbeme^ since no yearn- 
iMigs of the spirit can unclose the adamantine gates 
of the grave. 

Tlie Duke of Grafton's invitation was too pro- 
mising^ respecting the future^ to be rejected. 
Your discovery of his Grace's very confined pa- 
tronage abates the enlivened colour of your new 
prospect. I am sorry that on near approach it 
should thus contract, and grow pale ; but from 
Harbury there was no prospect; — the vernal and 
summer sun gilded its spacious and mossy meads ; 
but the sun of hope to see more affluent days 
was not in its horizon. 

Your Duke's grandfather was my dear father's 
early-life patron. He was two years domestic 
chajJain to his Grace, and afterwards travelled 
with Lord Charles Fitzroy, the Duke's youngest 
son, one of the finest young men in England. 
He died at Genoa, in my father's arms, of a vio<* 
lent fever. 

Adieu ! — I seem now to have no other use for 
life than to protect the deprived family of my lost . 
friend ; to supply them with die decent comforts 
to which they have been accustomed, and which, 
without my assistance, must sink with him, 
though the relations of his daughter's long-de* 
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ceased aod bankrupt husband, and of ber cliiklreB^ 
roU in unenjoyed wealth, which I fear the de- 
scendants of one of the most amiable of men will 
never partake. — Farewell ! 



LETTER XVIII. 

Mrs Childers, Sen. 

Lichfield, Sept 23, 1803. 

Au ! my friend, to a letter kind as your last, I 
cannot be silent, averse to the pen as dispirited 
indolence renders me. 

Well am I aware that recent experience of an- 
guish, in some degree similar, and perhaps not 
less poignant, gives you unquestionable right to 
exhort me to resignation, and to stimulate my 
energies ; but, dear Mrs Childers, comforts and 
inducements remain to you which exist not in the 
blank of my future existence. They are power- 
ful to restore you to the level of your former 
peace, your industry, and cheerfulness. How- 
ever precious to your heart might have been the 
protracted life of the husband you lost, you still 
retain the daily and hourly presence and cQnTe^ 
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SBtion of several equally dear to you; for to a 
tender mother what can be dearer than such 
children as you are blest WiAi, in the prime of 
ripened youth and excellence ? Yes^ they remain 
to render the \irorld still an interestmg scene to 
youy full of consolation^ nay, of joy. 

Friends remain to me in Lichfield whom I 

very much esteem^ and with whom I can often 

converse; but^ in comparison of him I have lost^ 

they are the friends of yesterday. He was all 

that remained to me of my you&ful years, and 

best days, and in him, those whom my heart as 

passionately loved, my sister, my Honora Sneyd, 

my father, have all died again. 

Thus no possibility of any thing resembltng re- 
compense exists for me on the wide, wide earth, 
since " I can no longer talk with Saville, or find 
his steps in my mansion and my bowers ;" — since 
of all the scenes around me; of all my favourite 
f^suits ; of whatever delighted my ear, my eye, 
and my understanding, his society was the vivifying 
soul. 

Gleams of cheerfulness seem, at intervals, to 
return, when I am conversing with intelligent 
people ; but those gleams only faintly play on 
the surface of my mind ; a deep sense of deso- 
lation has its dwelling in my heart. Hence the 
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often but assomedy and always frivoloQs gwety 
of mixed society, miut be disgnstiiig, PipwifMi 
tion has an irritating and caustic inflqcaice on 
sorrow. 

Beneath this conscioMsness I shrink from en* 
countering the evtr-cirding. round of parties, in 
which I have so long been accustomed to mingle. 
Public calfunity and danger always crowd cmt 
little city widi guy and dissipated military WKtB, 
and our piurties with strangers. I, who visited al- 
most every genteel family in the place, cannot re- 
sume them partially; and surdy the gradations 
of subsiding anguish should succeed each odwr 
calmly, not disturbed by uncongenial gaiety. 

You, my friend, have not only duties, but ten- 
der affectionate interests, which combine to le* 
energize your mind. I have duties, and they shafl 
not be n^lected; but I have none of those in- 
terests left. My duties, however, do no^ like 
yours, involve the necessity of mingli^ m com- 
plicated society. It will not miss me, nor have I 
any to lead into it, to whom my countenance and 
support are necessary. 

Time, the t^t friend of the deprived*-gieat 
physician for wounds deep as that under whick 
my heart has bled, and still bleeds, — ^bqpns soniei' 
what to tranquillize my anguish ; but exertion 
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continues irksome. I can read^ or rather pore 
over books, and that b all of intellectual employ- 
ment from which I do not recoil. 

The reflections you draw from the lapse of 
sixty-seven years, Which had passed over the head 
of my dearest friend, are just; but very uncom- 
mon exemptions from the general decays and in- 
firmities of such ripe existence, combined to al- 
lure and support my belief of his longevity. 
Though his once luxuriant and raven hair became 
tinctured with grey in middle life, and his temples 
thus prematurely had borne the blossoms of 
the grave, yet powder always concealed those dim 
prognostics ; and a constitution of serene, though 
never robust health, without one tendency to 
chronic disease ; the purity of his morals ; the in« 
nocent gaiety of his spirit; the temperance and 
undeviating sobriety of his whole life ; the perfect 
shapeliness of his limbs to his last hour, with a 
form neither slender, nor in the slightest degree 
corpulent ; the healthy hue, and firm texture of 
his gums and teeth, in which there was neither 
decay, nor loss, nor blemish ; the silver clearness 
of his ever-harmonious voice in conversation, 
in reading, and in singing; intellects, whose 
strength and glowing fervour time had no- 
thing chilled ; all these circumstances appear- 
ed to my mind in vivid array against the occa- 
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sional and middeti, though generally tfansieiit 
tern of nervous symptoms, the vestiges of a loog 
and dangerous nervous fever in the summer 1792^ 
From that period diejr obliged him to declme all 
professional engagements beyond the limits of 
ibis choir, since he could never depend upon tl»r 
omitting to seize him on the evening when he 
mi^t have pledged himself to a public orcbeatnu 
But then he was often exempt from that sudden 
faintness during many days, and sometimesr wedo^ 
and then, in the intervals, he was all himself> his 
early and best self, alike when he convm-sed, or 
read, or poured the soul-breathing strains of his 
full, clear, mellow, and singularly extensive voice* 
It was, at will, a tenor, a contra-tenor, or bass. 

He had always an exterior so uncommonly ju- 
venile, that at thirty he seenoed not more thn 
twenty; at forty appeared scarcely thirty; nor 
ever, even in this final year, did he, when dres- 
sed, appear to be more, if so much, as fifty. On- 
ly two days preceding his dissolution, he met at 
my house a large conversation party. Ah, with 
what grace and spirit did he recite by heart 
Courtenay's Character, in verse, of the compli- 
cated and stupendous Dr Johnson i On his 
.leaving the room soon after, during a fewmi- 
jautes, how did two gentlemen, strangers to him 
.till then, praise the gracefulness of his address, 

4 
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the Spirit of his conversation, the justness, the 
music, and variety of his recitation ! 

Almighty God ! little did any of us imagine 
that a vital lamp, so luminous and clear, bodi 
corporally and intellectually, was so near its ever- 
lasting extinction! Nay, how little was that ex^* 
tinction to be foreseen twenty minutes before it 
happened ! 

Xo this moment the event often seems as a 
terrible dream ; and when reflection insists upon 
its reality, existence darkens beneath die asser- 
tion into a night, on which the morning of glad- 
ness will break no more. 

I>ear friend, I have trespassed largely upon 
your indulgence in this repetition of mournful 
desc^ant. My pen, like my thoughts^ cling to 
one subject. 

I will, however, tear myself from it, while I 
observe that I mentioned your recommendation 
of Colonel Chester's lady to all the friends whom 
I have seen since you wrote to me. She heard 
that 1 had, and in consequence was so good to 
honour me with a morning visit. Hearing that 
she meant to do so, I sent her a billet, expressing 
>ny regret for not being able, at present, to wait 
upon her, and my sense of her kindness in the 
purposed call. 

She came.— I think her manners very engaging. 
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Hie intiiiiacy mbastbg between hers^f mmd 
Mrs ChilderSy junior, prevented our meetii^ as 
strangers. Yourself, that lady, and your own 
daughters, were our chief theme, and eoageniali. 
ty of opinion gave it interest. A little nko we 
talked of Major Audio's lamented Aite; and the 
expressed to me the loi^ r^ret it had caosed Sir 
Henry Clinton, of whom her filial remeBfribnmce 
was expressed with tearful eyes. From her 
youthful appearance she must have been bom to 
Sir Henry in a late period of his life. 

I am tempted to insert an qntapk vrlacli I 
made upon my lamented friend. 

The Dean and Chapter have given me leave to 
erect a monument for him in the transit aisle cf 
this cathedral. The des^ is simply el^aot 
It will be placed in a gothic niche, constitute 
its frame. That niche is an oblong square, with 
an elliptic arch above. The whole of the niche is 
filled up with dark grey marble. Upon that a 
tablet of white marble contams die name, and 
date, and the verses. The square is separated 
from the arch above, by broken fragments of 
white marble, as pieces of a rock. 

Upon those fragments, and as carved from 
them, stands a beautiful antique urn, of the same 
spotless material. It stands in the arch, and a 
column of smoke ascends from it, emblematic of 
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exhaling life. It will cost me an hundred pounds^ 
and never never could I part with money so wil- 
linigly, as for this last last tribute to the memory 
of my dearest friend. 

6ACREB TO THE MEMORY 

OP 

JOHN SAVILLE, 

Forty-e^ht years Vicar-choral of this churcli. 
He died August Ae 2dj 1803, aged sixty-seven. 

Once in the hearty cold in yon narrow cell, 
Did eadt mild grace, each ardent Virtue dwell ; 
Kind aid, kind tears for others* want and woe, 
. For otiiers* joy the ipratnlating glow ; 
And skill to mark, and eloquence to claim 
For genius in each art the palm of fiime. 
Ye choral walls, yon lost the matchless song; 
When the last silence stiffen'd on that tongue f 
Ah t who may now yonr pealmg anthems raise^ 
In soul-pour'd tones of fervent prayer and praise? 
Saville, thy lips, twice on-thy &aii day, ^ 

Here breatli'd, hi health and hope, the sacred lay. 
Short pan^, ere night, the fatal signal gave, 
QaenchM the bright sun for thee^ — and op*d the grave I 
Now from that graceful form and beaming face, 
Insatiate worms the lingering likeness chase ; 
But thy pure spirit fled, from pahis and fears. 
To sinless, — changeless,— everlasting spheres. 
Sleep, then, pale mortal frame, in yon low shrine, 
*< TiU angels wake thee with a note like Uiine !" 

VOL. VI. . H 
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The last line is Dr Johnson's. Mj 
tion refused to supplj me widi one eqsally i^ 
plictUe, therefore was it adopted. 

I hope Miss Childere b free from tfimt dBaease 
which hong about her in the spring, and also 
that the fair convalescent and her young olives «e 
well. 

Adieu, dear friend, adieu ! 



LETTER XIX. 

Rev. T. S. Whalley. 

Lkhfidd, Sept. 2», 1903. 

My dear friend^— * A gentleman lold me, a 
few days since, that he had read an account, in a 
newspaper, of the death of your excellent mother, 
together with a character of her, and a mention of 
ninety«nine years announced to be her i^. No 
such event has had a place in the paper I take ioy 
— the English Chronicle, or Whitehall Evening 
Post; neither had your marriage. Thence my 
long ignorance of that event. 

Conscious of Mrs Whalley senior's very ripe 
existence, I did not think it had reached the verge 
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of a century^ but believed ninety-three or four 
had been the utmost. Be that as it miay— nei« 
ther the far-lengthened flight of days or years, nor 
;f€l iLUBS infirmities from which your beloved 
mother was exempt — ^nothing but the sight of 
hopeless and great bodily sufferings, can prevent 
our thinking it too soon to lose a dear friend, even 
after the most protracted longevity. 

I am glad this second deprivation was with- 
held till you had found an object of affection 
equally dear with the two you have lost within 
ttie short space of a couple of years. You grieve, 
but you do not sicken at the sun : 

<' The worid is still an interestiog scene, 
And foU of joy for yoo." 

As you lament, so did I lament the loss even of 
my dear ^ child-changed father," though after the 
deep eclipse of his shining intellects ; since balmy 
sleep, relbhed food, exemption from pain, and 
the never-extinguished delight he took in my at- 
tentions to him, rendered his dim exbtence a 
cherished blessing to me, nor could I resign it 
without much of that tender regret and sorrow, ^ 

which I know you feel ; but, as to you, so to me 
one dear friend remained on earth to sooth and 
console me ; one with whom 1 could hold d^ily 
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and precious convene* Beneath that graciously 
continued boon of Heaven, mj soul revived, as 
yours will revive, to its sensibility of the duurms of 
nature, the exhilaradon of society, and the deligfats 
of literature. So fured it with me through the 
course of thirteen peaceful, cheerful, happy jemn, 
after my filial tears were exhaled : Now, oo all 
those sources of gladness, the pall of the last-left 
friend of my youth is fallen; and itis dark and 
impervious. 

Alas! what an egotist is woe! I meant to 
have dwelt on your loss and consolations, and be- 
hold me sliding back into my own anguish ! 

Except these words — ** the bell rings, and I 
must go to church,^ the followii^ were the last I 
heard my dear friend speak : '' Look at this beau- 
tiful engraving of a design for a monumant to 
Handel. I know you dislike virriting epitaphs 
after having written so many ; but you must write 
one more for me, to occupy the blank space here 
left for an inscription." 

I replied, '<- We will talk of that hereaftei^-but 
now play a concerto with me" He did so till 
the evening prayer bell rang, and he went cheer- 
fully away-^to return no more ! 

Alas ! I have written one more epitaph — ohej-^ 
ed the injunction of those almost latest words, 
though their meaning applied to his adored 
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Handel. O Heaven, that they should prove aii 
unconscious prophecy of his own impending 
fate ! — so nearly impending ! 

You, I know, will write, if you have not al- 
ready Mrritten, mi epitaph on your first beloved wife, 
and on jour mother. I hope you will send them 
to me. I always love your compositions, but 
poignant sympathy will give triple dearness to these. 
Adieu ! Adieu ! 



LETTER XX. 

Mrs Stokes. 

Lichfield, JN'op. $, J803. 

I AM truly sorry for what you must have suf* 
fered from your darling son's dangerous illness, 
the scarlet-fever. Its contagion and its fatality, 
make it a petty plague. I congratulate you on bis 
recovery. To his father's skilful,. bold, and deci- 
sive measures, he probably owed his life. For- 
tunate in being at home when the disease seized 
him, you were equally fortunate that it did not 
spread through your family. 

Very padietic, and very just are your I'eflections 
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Oil the ivbject ; lo m dMjr ob duik of ny .^^ . ^.^.^ 
on mj iiMlol€iit sense of a sonroondkig deBtAomm, 
from Mrhich I cannot pleasarably be roused. O^ 
leo^ BMieed, wUiin these two mondis, bare I bees 
painfnU J roused from it by the nnfeeUng ccMidnct 
of a certain persoR towards the distresaed fiaflsfl^ 

* 

of m J lost friend* 

I remain still a Toluntaiy prisoner wiMn mj 
own gates. To pass them is unavoidably to rbik 
into that ** flux of company, from which the de- 
prived spirit longs to keep apart." Dissooaiit to 
all its feelings are the lively tones of unpartakes 
hilarity. Repose is all 1 wish for; quietly to 
wait the probably near approaching period of mj 
advanced life. Within these jfet loved, though 
desolated walls, to set up my earthly rest, 



** And ahake the yoke cj lumsj^aon dmam 
FroBi tint world-wearitd flesh." 



But I fear it will not be granted me. IWe ii 
an impending necessity that 1 should make one 
visit to dear Mrs Martha Vernon, and Mils Ver- 
non, who, once in four or five years, visit Mis 
Greaves. In infancy I was their play-fellow, sod 
in youth their companion, on their frequent viiits 
to the Dean and Mrs Addenbroke. 
They have always treated me with condeKend- 
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ing kiodness, and are so good to speak of my so- 
ciety as an added inducement to this their visit. 

Seeking them, I must ako seek many neigh- 
bours of this town, who have been so good to 
come to me in my attempted solitude ; else they 
will say that rank has attractions for me which 
equality has not. 

*' The cry is still they come I" — these threaten- 
ing invaders ! Mr Pitt has brought his '^ indem- 
nity for the past, and security for the future/' to a 
precious conclusion truly ! Perhaps the time is 
on n^ar approach, whose mismes may teach me 
to say, vrith somewhat like resignation, 



-^ Saville's in his gravel 



After Uk*B fitiiil fever he sleeps welL 
Mischance has done its worst ; nor steel, nor fire, 
Tomnlt, or fear, or pain, or furious foe, 
Dotfaing can touch luni farther." 

But, ere I can say that withopit anguish, public 
safety must reel from its foundations with pal* 
pable struggle. Adieu! Adieu! 
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LETTER XXI. 

Mr Todd. 

UcJ^UUf Dec. 15, 1803- 

Ah, Sir, I fear you have thought me remin 
and unmindful of my many obligatiooB to you, 1^ 
sulffering your kind letter of July the l£th to re? 
main so long unacknowledged. It had not been 
so, but that deep anxiety, terminating in kre- 
parable loss, threw my mind into a state incom- 
patible with the discharge of its serene and fJeas- 
ing duties. A short time before I received your 
last, the ^earesjt of all my friends returned from a 
month's excursion into Cambridgeshire, a feeble 
convalescent, after three dangerous attacks sus- 
tained in that absence, and generously conceded 
from his family and myself. We recdved cheer- 
ful letters from him, which bore no note of the 
flread symptoms by which he bad been assailed 
The alarming state in which we received him 
back, put to flight every thought of my purposed 
journey to Buxton ; yet the medical assistance he 
received here, seemed to have subdued his disease^ 
and he recovered to more than his preceding level 
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of health, streugtb, and vivacity. Ah ! cunning 
flattery of art and nature ! amidst their exhilarat* 
iDg promises, and the congratulating smiles of his 
manj friends, he remained near three weeks, yes, 
till Mrithin twenty minutes of his death. 

With him the records of my youthful life are pas- 
sed away ; with him they wer^e mutual and poig« 
nant remembrances ; with my friends of later 
connection they are but cold hearsays. When I 
speak of them, I do but think they listen indul- 
gently to what they deem the uninteresting de- 
scriptions of advanced life, fond to tell the tale of 
other times. So will it be with all who survive 
those dear contemporaries who had i*an with them 
the sprightly race of youth and sensibility : 

** Those best i»f di^s that crown life's year ; 
That light upon the eyelids dart, 
And mehiDg joys upon the heurL* 

Time, which had silvered the locks of my depart- 
ed friend, had not, in the slightest degree, chille4 
his native and f(ervent enthusiasm ; his generous 
credulity towards all apparent worth. O! he 
^as one of the very few, 

^ Who unifonnly bear to life's miM eve, 
Immacalate, the maimers of the moni.*' 
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My soul's cooTuIihre shock when i was scot ftr 
home from the concert to med the dreadful mat' 
mmciatioii !— O ! Sir, yon hate a feeing bear^ 
and will not wonder that all lesser conudeaationf 
vaniriied from my attention, and returned not lo 
it through many succeeding weeks, TjU Satv- 
day seven-night, th^se gates have formed tbe in- 
passable limits of my feeble steps. It waa not 
till then that I could assume fortitude to paas As 
sil^it grave, in which my soul's dearest oomforls 
for ever lie, till it shall itself be emancipated, and 
seek, as I trust, the realms of pardon and ev^last- 
iog peace. 

Four months endurance at irretrievable ptiva- 
tion, have enabled n)e to wear tbe semblance of 
cheerfulness in conversing with that herd of ac- 
quaintance, from whom it were folly to expect 
genume commiseration ; but it is only semblance. 
My heart feels as if it was encircled by barriers 
of ic^ against all interest in present circumstances; 
-^ice which only dissolves when, by the power of 
recollection, I recal the days and years that are 
flown. 

# 

Thus, Sir, while I cannot stoop to claim die 
sympathy of my common, though old acquamt- 
ance, by this loi^ dissertation of sorrow, I have 
claimed it of you, to whom I am persoaJly a 
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Stronger ; and tbat^ from a deq»^seated convietion 
that jours it a l^art not of tbe common and cal- 
lous stan^. 

I wish your Cambridge excursion bad mora 
fallj answered your purpose. It surprises me, 
however, ibat any tbing can remain to be gleaned 
concemiilg anment obaracters at such great dis- 
tance of time ; but, in past generations, biogra- 
phic researcb bad not its present vigour, to recal 
the traits of departed geniu^ 

^ From the dttk flhikl^wB of o'enHieliiiiiig yean.* 

Thmiik you for mentioning tbe instance of 
|ioetic talent in our woitby Diocesan of tbe 
seventeentb century. His monument^ I will not 
say adorns, for its sculpture is rude, but bonoun 
(in being bis)'our cathedral. 

It has been told me tbat be built this boiise, in 
which I have lived fnmi my thirteenth year, and 
with a vievi' to induce his mitred successors to re- 
Ade ia Ucbfield. No bidiop, however, has in- 
habited it since it was bailt in tbe year 1687. 

I am gratified tbat you like my theoretic Scotch 
(as Mr Scott pleasantly calls it) well enough to 
quote two of its lines. What a charming volume 
is his third of tbe Border Minstrelsy ! — bow en- 
riched by die beautiftil compositions of £din- 
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buigh's poetic triumvinite, Ta]^or, Leydee, aod 
Scott — tbe last of whom is foremost in the raaks 
of oiir existing poets ; bold, origiml, im^inauifc^ 
and sublime. 

He has honoured my AuM Wfllie's ftrewell 
with a place in this third Tolume* 

Johnson the bookseller purchased^ and was id 
possession of my Memoirs of our late qpleodid 
poet, Darwio, in May last. Far from beiiig im- 
patient of its long delayed appearance^ I wish it 
might never pass the press. In it, howerer, ^ 
length, it is, and I receive the proof sheets, fiom 
time to time, by the post. I have a miseraUj 
careless ey^ and it revises unassisted. He is for 
ever gone who used to correct all my wrttii^ 
whether in prose or verse, with judicious skill aod 
vigilant attention. There could be no better 
judge of elegance in either style. Mr Jcdmscn's 
press-corrector revises the proofs before they are 
sent to me, and he seems to be a man of ktten. 
Several misprints, however, I have detected wfaidr 
had escaped his notice-^^-one curious instance : I 
wrote, " Sir Brooke Boothby had mudi extoroal 
elegance ; elegance which time hath but little 
tarnished.^ It came to me printed, '' Sir Brooke 
Boothby had much external eloquence; elo- 
quence which time had but little tarmshed !'' 

With what sneers would the reviewers liave 
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ntarked the BOnsense, and believed it mine, desir^ 
ing me, with mock respect, to instruct their ig 
norance concerning the meaning of external elo- 
quence, and tarnished eloquence. 

T have desired Johnson to send you an early 
copy— -a poor return for rich donations from the 
press, which I have received from you. If not 
the widow's, it is the woman's mite in biography* 
The biography of a philosoplier ! Ah ! is it 
not Omphale wielding the club of Hercules? 
Adieu ! 
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Lee Philips, Esq. of Mayfield. 

Lichfield, March 6, 1804. 

Ah ! dear Sir, what a loss have I sustained 
since we last met ! Your long and fervent at- 
tachment to one of the best of men, must have 
made you deeply feel and deplore it, but the re- 
sulting anguish will never from my heart. Ac- 
quainted as you are with all the mournful par- 
ticulars of our suddenly blasted hopes for a life so 
valuable, in which a constellatioti of fine talents 
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iHamiiiftted its piety, wad warm bcte wci mnoe k 
energy voi ingenuotuaess^ I will not fnr^bmr pm- 
sue this theme of vpmuling woe, bat ttwn to i 
character of much more telat, but of infiai l ^ f 
less heart. Permit me to combat for hina the ac- 
cusations in your letter, which appear to me wm- 
just to his claims as a poet. 

Surely our great bard of tmagioition, I>arwiDy 
whom I consider as, by turns, the Cfauid, the Sal- 
vator, and the Titian of verse, caiuiot be truly ac 
cused of repetition in his scenery ! Ah ! whose 
is so various, so contrasted, so vivid i Tliea hif 
style, which you criticize on the same ground, 
though marked and peculiar, is spirited, polished 
and harmonious in a degree which I should think 
must preclude satiety to every ear delighting id 
the beauties of rich luxuriant rhyme. 

Candour was not, I confdBS, in the number of 
Darwin's virtues, but I bdieve him wholly guflt- 
less of the plagiarism for which you arraign him*. 

* ^ I coander yoor lecoint of Dvwio, in jioiir Mtmain, 
as most fidtbfnl; s taue, and at the same time a friendly like- 
ness ;— but I cannot assent to yonr daim for him respedoif 
originality of design, since I am in possession of a most ftnci- 
fbl poem on the same sobject, written 150 yean«se9 at wUek 
the Doctor has net even condescended to Unt^ fW which I 
cannot forgive him. It is addressed to Camerarios, the firrt 
discoverer (tf the sexes (tf plants, on which the Linnean system 
h fonnded. This poem is the groundwork of Dr Darwii'S' 
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Though, At lengdi, his poetic genius burst through 
all the obstacles of his various professional stu- 
dies, and of his immense and incessant practice as 
a physician, yet he never had leisure to read ob- 
solete compositions. He, I believe, read neither 
French nor Italian, and knew nothing of die elder 
Knglish poets. Even with Spenser, Shakespeare, 
and Milton, he was not by any means familiar. 
Pope and Akenside, Collins, Gray, and Mason, 
were his favourite English classics. 

You do not sty in what language the poem, 
concerning which you accuse him, was written. 

I never heard of it, who was always much more 
irersed than was Darwin in the nearly forgotten 
compositions of olden time. My little poem on 
the cultivation of his valley, and which he after- 
wards, somewhat unfairly, incorporated into his 
own great work, was, I am sure, the spark which 
lighted up the rich magazine of his genius. I 
witnessed the first pleasurable start of the idea in 
his mind, recorded in page 130th of the Me- 
moirs; that of making new Ovidian metamor- 
phoses from the sexual system of plants, which 

ani ought to haye received honoonible ackDOwlcdgment on hii 
part } otfaerwiaey nthen the basis of his work is known to the 
\rorldy his candour wiU receive a deep wound."— From Mr 
Lee Phili[>s' letter.— S. 

11 
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he always spoke of as first discoyered by Uah 



9 

The comcideoce of idea wtdi that of anollMr 
|K)et| respecting die plan, is vety crediUe ; botif 
similitude of separate parts, of seotimeoty of 
landscape, and of imagoy can be traced^ it maj 
be sach as to exceed all probability of coind- 
dedce, and bring home the charge of pli^iarisflk 
Yet> even then, why was Darwin boond to do 
that which many of his renowned predeoesaon 
had omitted to do, viz. to produce the rode 
blocks upon which they modelled thdr ez^pusile 
forms i Mr Hayley, in his Life of Milton, has 
given the Italian Drama, which is a skeleton of 
the plan of the Paradise Lost, while the priima 
stamina off all the Edenic scenes, images, and 
sentimentsi may be found in Sylvestris' transhuioB 
of the French poet, Du Bartas. For the Pto- 
demonian scenery, it is well known how huge 
were Milton's debts to Homer, Virgil, ttid, par- 
ticularly to Dante ; yet the discovery of all these 
sources our glorious epic poet left to time, and 
the researches of his readers. 

Mr Thomas Warton's priceless edition of Mil- 
ton'siesser poems, shews us the plan and thoughts 
of L'AUegro and II Penseroso in old Barton's . 
Anatomy of Melancholy. Even Shakespeare, 
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ih^ most original poet in the worlds built almost 
all his di*ama8 on ballads and old tales, and on 
history. Virgil makes no acknowledgment of all 
he took from Theocritus and Homer. 

IN'ot one of thos^ great masters point back to 
their fountains ; and who, for that omission^ re- 
proaches them with want of candour ? Why, 
therefore, should, that charge be brought against 
Darwin, if indeed, which I do not yet believe, he 
built upon buried foundations ! You surprise me 
still more by considering him as having written to 
the capacity of the vulgar. Never was poetry 
less calculated than hb to that meridian^ 

It requires native taste for the Aoniati art, 
and long familiarity with its produce, to compre^ 
hend and admire the charms of his philosophic^ 
metaphoric, and allusive verse, with all its sonor* 
ous Latinity of style. If his materials are hete- 
rogeneous, he renders them admirably subser- 
vient to poetic purposes ;-<— his arch-chemic wand 
turns the commonest metals into gold ;— -but it is 
such gold as the common mind knows not to ap- 
preciate ;— when a mind of ability takes it for 
tinsel, great to me seems the wonder. 

Darwin knew that his verse would live to dis- 
tant ages ; but he also knew that it would survive^ 
by the slowly accumulating suffrages of kindred ge- 
nius, when contemporary jealousy had ceased to 

VOL. VI. I 
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Operate. With tfiat loagefvitjr, pieseat droA 
nan twd wm tnudi to do. 1 bave ofteo tmiledl 
kear him boast of Us '^ so miMJi mofoej jm 
cpupleti^ conscious, as I was, that it was at tf 
fill way of telling us how UgUj bis taleott wer 
rated. Himself and his bookseller, awaie koi 
little, by the mass of readers, poetry of the lugk 
orders was relubed, djepended for die sale of tb 
work chiefly upon the noveby of die design, mi 
the Tariously scientific instruction of die notes;- 
bnt, after be commenced poet, not one of tk 
^be was ever more tenacious of poetic hme t^ 
Darwin. To accelerate that, he conceaM u> 
amfoidon and exulting consciousness ^ hhn^ 
to its palm, in the mask of worhlly thrift D"" 
win would not have written meanly, for any p''^ 
that folly would have paid him for stoof^ ^ 
muse to her level. 

Adieu, dear Sir ! The family of your higUjo^ 
Justly esteemed friend, through twenty-^ve faapPJ 
years, are comfortably established, and til vi 
debts are discharged. God gave me the meaiw^ 
and my best use for life is to fulfil all tbsti'* 
conscious he fervently wished. I renudo^ ^ 
mudi esteem, &c. 



> 
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LlEUT.*CoL. R. WOLSELEY. 

Lichfield, March 21, 1804. 

Avowed approbation from those whose ta« 
leQts we rate high^ in whose sincerity we confidie, 
and for whom we feel affectionate esteem, is the 
fairest and most precious meed of intellectual exr 
ertion meant for the eye of the public. Youpr 
obl^^g letter confers it ; but, as in silt other sub- 
lunary pleasures, bitter mixes with the sweet f— ^ 
you are out of health, and mililaiy duties; even 
though yet diey are bloodless, bear baixi on a de- 
licate constitution, which malady is in the habit of 
assailing. 

I do not expect to live till die belligerent furor 
of the English shall subside so far as to render* 
them capable of perceiving the folly, the insanity 
of attempting impossibilities ; till th^ shall cry 
with a voice so universal, that their govemtn^itt 
must listen to it,— Give us peace. Al^s ! what 
but increase of danger to us, and great acquisition 
of power to France, has the recommencement of 
liostilities brought against us ! 
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Crosflii^ the Tweed, you will find yooradf oi 
classic grouodi as you well observe. — So inded 
are you now ; the memory of Akenside ought to 
consecrate and inspirit the banks and streams of 
the Tyne; but no kindred spirits wando- witk 
you through that scenery. It would, I dare be* 
lieve, be otherwise where the Doon, the Ayr, mii 
the Forth, yet murmur the name of their bard of 
nature, whose memory, like a trail of light afier 
sunset, yet plays on their waters. I have beea 
in correspondence with the present poetic lomi- 
nary of Scotland— -the author of her late epic 
ballads ; the historian of her minstrels ; die ami- 
ably partml reviver of their crude nnripened 
strains. If the testimony of fiimiliar letters waxj 
be trusted, the poet of " Glenfinlas,*' " The £?e 
of St John," and of " Cadzow Castle,*' is is 
friendly and ingenuous as he is great ; and, with 
the fe^ whose praise is fame, distinguished in tbe 
powers of imagination. I had just finished a let- 
ter to him of great length, when the sudden and 
dreadful stroke of deprivation fell on my hearty 
the fatal, fatal 2d of August last. I added a few 
incoherent words, that, spoke of my irreparable 
loss. They adjured him not to answer my letter 
—they said I should never be able to resume the 
delights of literary intercourse — and so, io the 
£rst bitterness of my despair, I sent away my let- 
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ter« IVfr Scott obeyed my injunction; but he 
had often previously assured me how welcome to 
him \vould be any friend of mine; therefore I 
make no scruple to inclose a billet for your in-f 
troduction. He lives in the near vicinity of Edin* 
burgh, amidst a knot of ingenious and learned 
men of his friendship, of his school, at least four 
of them, who are genuine poets ; Leyden, Kirk-r 
patrick Sharpe, Jamieson, and Mackenzie. Scott 
is the sun of the sphere, and those, his bright 
pleiades, move amicably before him, " shedding 
sweet influence." You will find the memory of 
Burns is much more forcibly consecrated in Scot« 
land than we consecrate that of our yet greater 
Chatterton. It appears to me that somewhat the 
same sort of difference subsists between the ge* 
nius of Chatterton and Bums, as between that of 
Young and Cowper; the strength, spirit, and 
sublimity with the two senior bards, the home- 
sympathies and common-life interest with the ju- 
niors. 

^* Events are none," to use a Miltonic mode 
of speaking, since you travelled north ; I mean 
here, or hereabouts; since fine assemblies, though 
beyond all Lichfield-precedent splendid, are not 
worth that name. One was given by Lord Sp. Chi- 
chester and the Comte de Beaujoilois. Tickets 
were sent to Susan and myself. She joined the 
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gay throng^ Wt it was no seeAe fior me. I satat 
home and moralized the dfcttoislaiioe. A Prince 
Rojal of France giving a ball at lidhfieM, mi 
presiding there! Twenty years ago, bow veiyi 
Cassandra would die have been called who had 
piophesied the occurrence ! Depl orabl e and lag 
widi danger to the very existence of this cxwntij 
have been the vast evoits which brought it to 
pass. 

I am glad yon have the amnsement of studying 
a new laogiu^*. I recidlect die h^ compfi* 
ment paid to its tones by him who said, we 
should speak in Gierman to our horses, in Eng- 
lish to our InrdS) in Italian to our mistress, k 
French to our sovereign^ and in Spanish to our 

God, 

Campbell is an atfanired Scotish poet of tUs 
day ; but I find not in his verse that or^;iDali^ 
pnd fire which distinguirii Mr Scott's.«^Adieu! 

* Tbe Spaniiii. 
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OriTER XXIV. 

Dr PfiRcivAL of Manchester. 

Lichfield,, March 28, 1804. 

I AM much obliged, dear Sir, by your friendly 
observation on the subject of that paragraph 
which I sent to the reviewerjs, acknowledging my 
conviction that the current and universally-re- 
ported exclunationof Dr Darwin's, on being told 
that his son's body was found, had been a ground- 
less report ; but it was not in my power to give 
a full detail of the evidence on which 1 had men- 
tioned it. Individuality was sunk in the number 
of detailers; yet probably that^ multiplicity of 
branches had one root, in the inventive brain of 
some person who had knowledge enough of Dr 
Darwin to make him speak, chai-acteristically, 
words he never said. 

I sent Dr R. Darwin a copy of what I wished 
might be inserted in the reviews, as my attested 
belief that the expressions his father used on that 
lamented occasion had been mistated. He ob- 
jected to the paragraph, as being too long and 
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needlenly explanttory. After seven! letters U 
passed between us, and my spirits had beea b- 
rassed on the theme, I left, in a great xneaawi^ 
to him the form and manner of this co l l e c tive at- 
testation. 

The late Dr Darwin's family seem dissatisfied 
with my impartiality. I see diey wanted to faafe 
had only die lights in his character shewn, and Ji 
its shades omitted. On the contrary, several of 
my friends murmur diat I have not^ as diey term 
it, sufficiently stigmatized his irrel^on ; at least 
his long insinuated contempt of revelation, and of 
what appeared to him the improbability of tlie 
mediatorial sacrifice. Others are chagrined that 
my father's satirically-playful epigram found no 
place in the memoirs of Dr Darwin. You have 
probably seen it. Its subject was the motto he 
inscribed on his family-arms, which are three 
scollop-shells. Omnia e conckis, aOusive to hk 
favourite hypothesis. On his chaise, in the year 
1770, he painted the arms thus inscribed. Soon 
after my father Wrote and sent him the ep^ram. 
Secretly resenting, he affected to laugh it ofl^ but 
painted his chaise afresh, omitted the arms and 
their motto, and substituted his cypher. Though 
my father never published the lines, the sin of 
having written them was never forgiven by him 
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^ith whose 'rtraftge system they had sported* 
FriendM dl that hour, Dr Darwin never after^ 
wards mentioned my father with respect. 

As to the Memoirs, neither party, whose.com* 

plaints are so opposite, have taught me to repent 

that I endeavoured to poise the agitated scales of 

characteristic opinion and of criticism, with an 

even band, while I respected the feelings of Dr 

R. Darwin too much to lash with acrimony that 

unfortunate and fastidious proneness to scepti* 

cism, which iced his affections, and bewildered hia 

great and noble understanding, in the blibd mazes 

of metaphysic conjecture. 

Besides my tenderness for the filial sensibilities 
of a gentleman whom I greatly esteem, I always 
^lidiked invective on religious opinions ; thought 
it ungenerous, intolerant, and contrary to the 
very spirit of the New Testahient, which com- 
mands us not to bring a railing accusation against 
our brother. Neither can I be sorry for having 
declined to engrave, by the sharp point of epi- 
grammatic satire, Dr D 's greatest error on the 

exulting memory of splenetic bigots, and male* 
volant enviers of his well-earned fame, both me- 
dical and poetic. It was surely sufficient, serious 
ly and calmly to express regret for that error, and 
belief that it was the source of all which appeared 
defective in the lesser morals of his life ; his want 
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of general cindoitr, otmgpmnmmnnft, aad of &at 
Ubehd tniit xa 9ppumA inim which hmd jmtber 
risk being deceived than ras the bafinund of ah- 
pecting unjustly. Faith in the gospel of CSnisi; 
where it is pure, lively, and onmiaEed witli the 
sour leaven of bigot zeal, would hMe gsvea his 
diat beautiliil siaipliciiy of heart whidi adoa% 
instead of disgracing, the most iUtistrio«» sddi- 
ties. It had been a happy eichawge for lyuMr 
eyed art and stoical incredulity. 

Ah ! dear Sir, I have neither heallh. or spiritsto 
extend my late volume against a second editioo. 
I mourn a deep and irreparable loss* All the 
leisure I can command, all the energy I am sti« 
muli^ in my grieved bosom, are scarcely s«&> 
cient for the dischaige of my epistolary duties la 
a too extended correspondence. Your hmta for 
investigating the principle of action in brutes, are 
highly ingeuKMis, but the subject is of ii^nite dif- 
ficulty, and to pursue it would require a muck 
deq>er knowledge of natural history than I pos- 
sess, for that is small indeed. My observatiom 
xm the theme in the Memoirs, were but the re- 
sult of plain common sense. They only brought 
forward, and endeavoured to place in strcmg ligfc^ 
the circumstances which divide instinct and rea- 
son far more widely than Pope allows, when he 
calls that division 
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^ Bat the fooTs IgwNTUicey and the pedant's pride.'* 

I am by no means competent to enter the philo- 
^sophic maze of the disquisition. 

Then, as to collecting Dr Darwin's letters; 
that is, I believe, either done or doing, for Mr 
BillslK>rough's so much larger work ; but I also 
bdiieve that the Doctor threw all professional re* 
marks into the Zoonomia which he thought im* 
portant, as they arose in his mind, or as they had 
beea given in his letters. Those of date subse*- 
quent to its publication, may contain new and in- 
teresting matter to medical philosophers ; but I 
leave them to abler hands, and abide by the exe- 
cution of my first, or, I should rather say, second 
design, as stated in my preface; since the first 
was a mere compliance with Dr R. Darwin's 
request. Beyond the insertion of a few short 
sentences against a second edition, if one should 
be called for, my sunk spirits recoil. My day of 
life is far spent ; — the night is at hand, and com- 
posure of mind and repose of body are all I pant 
for BOW. i trace my propensity to alarming diz- 
ziness to the same cause which produced your 
headachs, and weakness of sight. It first seized 
me the day after I had by turns read and worked, 
with much effort and difficulty, in a stony road 
of twenty mSes continuance. Since that time, if, 
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on the smoothett roAd, I attempt to do ettiicr, the 
disorder comes on. How strong must tbe cor- 
poral structure of Dr Darwin's brain have been 
which enabled him to write constantly in his 
chaise, from early life to his latest year ! Even 
when sitting still 1 find intense thinkii^ veiy pte- 
judicial to my disorder of diat rq;ion. 

Adieuy dear Sir, be peaceful and painless lon- 
gevity yours! 

I remain, with affectionate and high esteos, 
your faithful and obliged humble servant. 
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Mbs Childebs, Dowager, late of Cantly 
Lodge, near Doncaster. 

Lichfield, March 30, 1804. 

I AM gratified that you found interest and 
amusement in my Memoirs of the deceased Dr 
Darwin ; that you so warmly, and with such in- 
genious discrimination praise its contents; that 
they recalled your attention, ever susceptible, dis- 
cerning, and animated, to the poetic glories of 
the Botanic Garden ; that you met my claims for 
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their excellence with a coincidence of estimation 
^jvliich flatters me ; and that you see with my eyes 
all the spots on that great luminary. You re- 
mark, however, shades of moral imperfection in 
the work, which are to me invisible, and which I 
must hope that you behold with die icteric vbipn 
of a tioo scrupulous 'delicacy. 

I have confessed in my volume, that one single 
passage in the poem is somewhat too warmly 
coloured; but if on that account its so very 
charming and scientifically instructive pages must 
be interdicted to the youthful reader. Pope's 
Homer, Dryden's Virgil, Shakespeare's, Rowe's, 
Lee's, and Otway's plays stand on the same line 
of cause for prohibition. That one exception 
made, I, who am familiar with every line in each 
part of that composition, declare! think its au- 
thor has poeticized, if I may be allowed the 
word, the new and fortunate subject with a de- 
cency^ a purity 

*^ Which would uot tew the consecrated snow 
On Dian's lap.** 

As I never, in his most gay and unconstrained 
moments, heard one immodest word, one indeli- 
cate equivoque proceed from the lips of Dr Dar- 
wb; ao neither can I see any thing beyond the 
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diaste teaderness of comivhial affectioii k fk 
cftrestes of Ids flond ladies and tlieir wamsy hos- 
bmnis. The plurality is an order of nstorey awl 
iiatare*8 God, and aardy nothing iomcwal ca 
attach lo its representation. 

The poet occasionally aientioiia, that scMDe of 
these vegetable nymphs and swains^ '' Cla^ aritk 
fond arms, and mingle kisses sweet ;" others, BMxe 
pensive, are aeen bendii^ over the atream snd 
miiing tender tears ;— again, other hmmds of loteOi 
in cbffied honzoos, are scneeniBg their ms^s^ 
from the damp air and stormy Uast ; wiuki^^ 
of sultry regions are shewn fannii^ the nnsoDCS 
> beauty. Hiese are not voluptuous en^earmeati; 
aH of them might pass unblamed between brotbeo 
and sisters. 

Young women who could be endangered I7 
such descriptions, must have a taiqperaiBeiit m 
^mfortunatety combustible as to render it ub^ 
to trust them with the writings of our best poetSr 
whenever love is the theme. Paradise Jjostpi^ 
sents more highly-coloured scenes Aan aay whico 
pass in the floral harems; so does die Songof 
Solomon, in which the language and images ^ 
infinitely more luxurious than die muse of botao} 
•ever exhibits. 

If to tell young women, who r^ on die coitf^ 
crated leaves that glowing oriental poem, tfast it 
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a pious alkgory, be thought sufficient to^ extract 
all the dangers of the imagery, surely where the 
sentiments and pictures of the Botanic Garden 
are so much less highly-coloured, all possible ha- 
zard may be precluded, by observbg more veri- 
tably to the youthful reader, that Dr Darwin'^ 
subject is a real operation of nature, and of na- 
ture's Grod, in the unaltering laws of his vegetable 
v^orld, and that it is illustrated by those playful 
transformations. 

You, my dear friend, make remarks in the 
course of your letter which entirely militate 
against your censure of apprehended licentious* 
ness, and this when you observe, that '' only hu- 
man passions can excite human interest ; that, of 
course, the mind must remain unmoved by the 
marriage of a truffle with a gnome ; by the jea- 
lousy of fire on bdiolding the coquetry of azotic 
gas, er by the coral moss awakening his mistress 
to taste the sweets of the returning spriag." 

True, my friend, and such are the pictures of 
the Botanic Garden. They delight the fancy in 
minds where taste and fancy, exist, but the pas- 
sions can have no interest in them. 

You plead my having declined the subject as 
improper for a ifemale ;pen, when the Doctor, 
previous to his own attempt, urged me to take k, 
as a proof that I thought it excqptionalble in aiiy 
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hancb ; but I camot admit the vaUdkjr of sodi 
proof. Thai which it iii^;ht not be strictly pro- 
per for a woman to write, may yet be not unfit 
for her perusal. As an instance; many eubjects 
of medicine and surgery are eligible for male in- 
vestigation which may be unfit for a female to 
commit to press, yet be fit and useftd for her to 

read. 

However, I confess there are book^ both m 
verse and prose, whose tendency is seductive, and 
to which your censure on DanmVpoem exactly 
applies : viz. Ovid's writings in general ; Dry- 
den's beautiful and pathetic, but too glowing stoiy 
of Guiscard and Sigismunda; Pope's Eloisa; 
Lady M. W. Montague's Poems, as inserted in 
Dodsley; Sotheby's Oberon; Rousseau's Jolie; 
some of Marmontel's Tales, — a great nandber 
of the Froich novek,. and, above all, the licen- 
tious novel by Lewis. These, and such as tfaese^ 
may, as was observed of Sedle/s poetrjf, 

^ PMsen that soft, prevailing, gentle art, 
Whicli can with a resisUew eaie, impart 
The warmest wishes to the coldest heart." 

But do not suppose that a virtuous girl, or young 
married woman, could be induced, by reading die 
Botanic Garden, to imitate the involuntary liber* 
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ttQism of n fiiQgus or a flower, who receives her 
seraglio of spouses, with the chaste affection of an 
amiable JBnglish wife to her owfi individual lord 
and master. 

. Yqu speak of thje unwearied del^ht with which 
you peruse Mrs Barbauld's Hymns for Children^ 
and ask me if our tastes are congenial on the sub- 
ject. I read them many year^ ago, but retain 
only a general , idea of their touching simplicity, 
and perfect fitness to their design. If the care of 
diildren had been mine, I should not have rested 
satisfied without more intimacy with their beauties* 
I am told that Dr Aikin and this lady, his sister, 
are excellei^t in their private characters, as they 
are distinguished in dieir literary talents. 

What ^ disgusting publication these five vo- 
lumes of Lady M. W. Montagu's Letters ! — 
Though generally shrewd, an<^ somedmes witty, 
they have no grace of style, no enchantment of 
fancy. Sarcastic slander is their forte. On po- 
litics, on which diey very seldom speak, the litde 
diey do say is more just than on any other theme, 
exoept that of impressing on the minds of parents 
the benefits of ^ving dieir daughters a taste for 
literature; yet if w^ were to trust their tasteless cri- 
ticisms, nothing has been written worth reading. 
Libertine in principle, as licentious, by all ac- 
counts, she was in her conduct, Lady Mary W. 

VOL. VI, K 
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M. seems to have been dead, as an E gypiian 
mnmmyy to all the various genins aiul lemrmag 
which sprung up and bloomed in England during 
the period of her existence. Lookii^ back, with 
juster eyes than we look on the present epodi, it 
has long been the fSuhion to call, widi trutfi, that 
period Augustan. 

Her Ladyship provoked her once adormg 
friend. Pope, to abuse her unjustifiably, thoi^ 
perhaps not causelessly,' and that by the neglect 
with which she received, and the contempt widi 
which she spoke of his immortal poetiy. Tlins 
it is to envy what we ought to admire ! The 
abuse she • incurred from his pen was, however, 
less atrocious than his mean disavowal of it was 
despicable. But diere is no wonderii^ diathe 
was irritated, and grew to hate the being he had 
ouce too fondly admired ; since, in the zenith of 
bis admiration^ it reached his ear, that she had ly- 
ingly called him '^ the thing of sound wiAout 
sense." Where was her own sense so to call die 
more than Horace of his time i 

Lady Mary a lover of literature I-nMie ! — ^who 
is a contemner of history and of travels ! a blas- 
phemer of die intuitive glories of Richardson's 
mind !— an universal '' Smell-fimgus ! "^ 

It was fit that she should so write of Richard- 
son, on whose voluminous epistolary pages the 
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tiame of ttiakespeare cannot once be fouhd ; for 
Richardson, insonnble as she was to his powers, 
is the Shakespeare of prose* Lady Mary was 
never resident at Bologna, and judged of the 
cfaamcter of its inhabitants by that of the nadves 
of the other Italian cities ; but Richardson had 
received better information. He had learned thait, 
while a free commerce with France had intro- 
duced French manners into every other province, 
the Bolognese retained to that day, and still re* 
tain, the unbending pride, jealous dignity, solemn 
gravity, and bigot enthusiasm, which distinguishes 
them from the Genoese, the Neapolitans, the Flo- 
rentines, the Venetians, and the Romans. Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, in his lectures, observes, that this 
sombre cast of character and manners in Bologna, 
had affected the style of their very paintings. 

Equally superficial, splenetic, and absurd, are 
her objections to the probability of Mr Grandi- 
son's reception in the Bologna family. So high 
an obligation as he had laid them under, by his 
endeavours to have preserved the morals, and 
by his having actu^y preserved the life of tfieir 
darling son, might well induce them to dispense 
with the customary restraints of their country, and 
domesticate the visits of his deliverer in the palace 
of Porretto. 
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Ididy M. W. M. proaouiiets Mki Howe 
Lady G. moatural and dcatcrtahfaj becaaae k»- 
man errors are niogled with solid good qualities; 
asd saysf in derision of sone book sbe distte% 
that it is calcidated to makeCkrissas and Hnrriel 
Byrons of every girl that reads it. Hien 8«y ^ 
whatever the book maybe, let the presft teen with 
it ! — may editioBs be multiplied opon editioBs ^^ 
let universal circulation be ita motto, as oniversd 
excellence must be the result of its perusal ! 

This female PoohCuiaale* pronowKca Joki* 
son's Rambler a stale imitalion of the Spectator. 
Nonsense ! she might as weU have called At 
tragedy of Cato an imitatioB of CSbbei^s Ph>Tok- 
ed Husband. 

In the year 17dd she writes, that ^ she has seea 
rhyme but no verses, during a great many past 
years ;'' years whidi shone in all the brightness of 
the famous poetic galaxy. Pope and Prior, Rowe^ 
Gay, Thomson, Akenside, Armstroi^, AdcKson, 
llckell, Congreve, Dyer, Somerville, Pamel, and 
the suUime Youi^. She libels Pope's gn^to, 
where so many of them, in turn, assembled, and 

* See VoHaire's Candide* A splenetic gentleman of letters, 
who aboaet eveiy antiwr, pail and present, as insipid block- 
iieads.— -SI 

3 
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calls it, in lier poindess satire, the Court of Dal- 
ness, which she thus describes : 



} 



^< Her paltee^plac'^baiiettk a middy road; 

And «iich tiie inAiMiice «f tbe datt alKNle, 

Tlie carrier's hone w^tme an acareeiy drag his load. 

Here chose the gaddcis her belov'd retreat, 

Whkh PhoehsB tries ao vain to peo^nrte ; 

Adom^ within with sbdls of saiall expense. 

Emblems of tinsel riiyme, and trifling sense. 

Perpetual fogs inclose tiie sacred care. 

The nei^bouring sinks 1he|r flagrant odoors gave ; 

In contemplation here she passed her hoars, 

Ooaely attended by sabser?ient powers.** 



These powers are profonation, obscenity, and fol* 
1^ ; and their favourite votaries are Pope, and 
Swift, and their renowned coadjutors. 

With what different ideas did I, in my youth* 
fill years, meditate the same scene, when the fol- 
lowing sonnet on the subject was poured from my 
pen! 



ON HEADING A DESCRIPTION OF POPE's GAR- 
DENS AT TWICKENHAM. 

Ah ! might I range each haUow'd bower and glade 
Museos cnltiir*d, many a raptur'd sigh 
Would that dear local conscionsness supply 
Beneath his wiUow, in Ins grotto's shade. 
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Wbofe roof hb hud with orai wmd iheUi klMd ! 
How sweet to watch, with leferentHd eje. 
Through the aperr'd arch» the itrenni he oft 9arwey*d, 
ThioOy Une ThameiiSy gentiy wMderipg by P 

This b the poet^ tiioBiphy Md it towen 

O'er life's pale ills, hb eoMciowaets of powen 
That lift hb meaioij finom obinoafk gloom ; 

Secure a tiam of these recofdiag hoaoRi^ 
By hb idea deek'd with tender blooa^ 
For spirits rightly tovch'd, throogh ages yet to 



These innocent and delightful enthusiasms are 
real blessings to the mind in which they spring. 
Yours, dear friend, is a soil where dicj are native. 
Adieu ! 



LETTER XXVL 

Thomas Park, Esq. 

Lichfield, Jpril 21, 1804. 

Ah, yes ! on the second of August last, the 
evening of ray life suddenly darkened. Joy will 
illume it no more : — a dim chilled twilight all 
that remains. Some little you knew of the pleas- 
ing manners of that friend whose loss I moura ; 
but a single interview, in the year 1794, could not 
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unfold the virtues of his heart, or the varie^ of 
li^ fine talents. 

J3ut I quit the hopeless theme, and hasten to 
t>ia»ilr jou for your recently published compila- 
tion, NugjBd Antiquae'*^. It \vouldbe dbingenuous 
not to confess that my mind has little of the ge- 
nuine ardour of antiquarianism. That, which 
would not interest me as writing of the present 
day, has nothing valuable to me, except the dis- 
closure of unknown facts, or that of new light 
tbroNvn upon distinguished characters. Books 
gsdn with me no ideal value as to their thoughts, 
fancy, or style, by the repeated centennial wafture 
of the old despot's wing, or by the mountain of 
sand which had been heaped upon them from his 
hour-glass. 

Yet, when Sir John Harrington is gay, we find 
him amusing. His characteristic touches, though 
strong, do not seem new to me. They must have 
met either my ear or eye in former years. Wel- 
.come, however, are those renewed impressions 
from the pen of so shrewd an observer, who had 
such near opportunities of remarking the strange 
contrarieties of character and manners ii^ one of 
the greatest monarchs, though female,^ that evev 

* Original Papers, in Prose and Verse, ^tten in the six- 
teenth centniy.— 5. 



152 LETTER XXVI. 

protected and nursed die weal of Great Bntnl ; 
while she was, as sturdy, one of die most cflfiri- 
cions and unamiaUe of vain women. The fineod 
of her subjects' general freedom ; the mMy w md 
tyrant over individuals, fiom the chaniMng QaecB 
she imprisoned and murdered, to ^ iniinBterB 
whom she made responsible for execnti^ orden 
which she would not allow them to dispute when 
their consequences proved them ill-judged; and 
to the ladies of her cour^ whom she beguiled of 
their bosom secrets, and cajoled to betray and 
der unhappy. 

Nor more new to me are the odious 
here again presented, which polluted the desp- 
cable heart and conduct of our first James, st34- 
ed, by the sacerdotal and layic writers of his day, 
the wisest and most estimable of princes. So 
proclaimed the right reverend Ae bishops. 

Except in very few instances, in which praise 
of royalty has been deserved, how mean has ever 
been the adulation of the £i^lish to their reign- 
ing monarchi ! How little was the real duniMrter 
of any one of them to have been gadiered from their 
contemporary eulogists ! There can be no doubt 
but the heart of James was polluted, or that he 
was also a fool and a pedant. Happily, bowever, 
for his country, he had, amidst all his folly, one 
point of wisdom in common with his Machiavelisii 
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predecessoryi^e hated nmr. Every hour more 
dtid more ommces me that love of war is the 
MTorst quality ^hich can belong to a prince of 
Oreat Britain ; the lust of wine and women is 
far leas criminal in a king than the lust of blo6d. 

Fine writers were certainly more scarce in the 
sixteenth century than in later times. Harrington 
had wit and humour, but his talents ^* were not 
soaring/' 



<c 



And, like the darting s^waDow, skimmed tlie groond.* 



He had neither power to attain the glories of li* 
teratnre himself^ or to perceive them in others. 
The Shakespearean sun^ which> in successive efful- 
gence, was blazing on the period during which he 
wrote, is not so much as named in his manu- 
scripts ! Then he often proses deplorably. I 
find it impossible to toil through his loi^ ela- 
borate Dissertation on Play, or through that 
about Elias ; but his Episcopal Biography is very 
amusing. 

Harrington s^ems as greiat an. egotist as was 
poor Cowper, and as vain of hb Ariosto as the 
other was of his Homer. Probably with about 
as much reason, if we may judge from the spe* 
cimens of his poetry in die Nugae Antiquse. In 
the best of them, 2d Vol. 1. 524., theUe is a verst 
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which reminds me wo fordbfy of one in Matoi^ 
as to make me suspect die great superior modoi 
poet had cribbed it : 

^ Whose eye bat OMickf the dtoneadPs bfaae* 

says Harrii^ton; and Mason^ in the Ode toTrodi 
in Elfrida, 



« Shan abe, whose brightest eye 
Bat emohiteft the ibunoiid^ Mase.*^ 



The last, line of the next page in Hanriogtoa's 
verses, r^cals one in a fiivoiuite ballad a few jein 
back. He says, 

<< Or make a heart thaf s like our own ;** 

the modem, 

*< Go seek a heart that's like yoor own, 
Aad come no more to am, DbBakU" 

It was an answer to the sweeter ballad of 

** Thoa*rt gone away from me^ Mary,** 

of which Cowper's admired ballad to his o\i 
Mwry is a manifest imitation. 
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Of the rhymes from various pens in the second 
volume, I find the stamp of genius only on those 
entitled the Hospitable Oak, and I guess from 
your note, that it has been harmonized by a mo- 
dern ear ; and probably the best touches of image- 
ry aie modern also. 

I marvel to find the learned Queen £lizabeA 
virriting ungrammatically in her translation of 
Seneca, — thus, ^' The clear days follows the dark 
clouds Y — from the roughest seas ensues the great- 
est calms/' ' 

^* Now, as for tfaee, ihon sonl of Sir John Gkeek, 
That tauj^test Cambridge and King Edward Greek,** 

I am sorry for thy persecutions and distress, 
and can well believe them undeserved ; but thy 
quaint couplet and triplet-featured prose in these 
pages, that so pleaseth Dr Kippis, pleaseth not 
me. And as for Sir Roger Ascham's letter to his 
wife, which you deem estimable, it is the most 
superfluous preachment I ever met. Against the 
natural grief of a mother for the death of her 
new-bom infant, it wageth a long long war of un- 
natural words. The utmost dictate of good sense, 
on such an occasion, is but this : '^ We ought to 
submit,' without repining, because it was die will 
of God to take our child from us ; — perhaps in 
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mercy, foreteeiog Hmt iti life wodd hrnv* coM as 
nore lorrow dmi its deadb Thif is die cfadj 
of religion ; and wisdom dictefies that it is fiviu 
less to rqmie for Aat which cunoC be r9cdt> 

led,** 

Pedantry and affectation oidy co«M diotste 
those verbose and tiresome met aphy sics of reli- 
gion and philosophy, wiA whidi Sir Roger's letter 
abounds. They were not likely to answer any 
odier end, than to bewilder the brain of a tender 
modier, contemplating her blasted hopes. Either 
the arguments are nugatory, or diey prove too ^ 
much ; since, if just, the moment an infent is 
bom, its parents ought to widi for its speedy 
death, which this pragmatic asserter tells his wife, 
-*'' is being made vessels to increase henv&k, 
which must be the greatest honoor to man, the 
greatest joy to heaven, the greatest spite to die 
devil, the greatest sorrow to hell, diat any msn 
can imagine.'^ 

I once listened to m instance of untutored 
feeling, similar to that which this quiz of a coin 
aolation seeks to inspire. Yon have a laige Ah 
mily, said I to the wife of a labourer. ^' Yes, 
Madam ; but, God be thanked, we have buried a 
many qhiider, for alt that we ha gotten such a 
ruck on 'em left. I often tells my husbaod,-— 
belike God will be so koind to tak most of these 
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too^ and rid our handa 6* tlie care on 'em." I 
cannot say I admired the woman's untutored phi* 
losophy, any more than I do that of its prototype 
in the letter of Sir Rogert 

Yon have formerly semi me acknowledging 
that, from the common-life variety of die subjects 
in Cowper's .Task ; from the familiariQr of iti 
style, frequently dignified by poetic strength; 
from its satire, which gratifies human malignance, 
and from its direats, which interest human fears, 
it must prove a much more popular work dian 
the Botanic Garden ; that it will be much more 
generally understood and felt. So will it be than 
Homer's Iliad. Is Cowper, therefore, a greater 
poet than Homer f— is he, therefore, a greater 
poet than Darwin ?— -Yes, about as much as he is 
a greater poet than Milton, to whom you prefer 
him. 

Previous to the first germ of the Botanic 
Garden arising in the mind of its author, the in- 
genious and learned Dr Aikin had observed, in 
hu dissertation on the subject, that the union of 
natural history and of modem philosophic science 
with poetry, was the desideratum in die fanes of 
ihe muses. 

Darwin's great and splendid poem supplies 
this desideratum. In the train of Urania and 
h^r eight sisters, he has enlisted all the elementary 
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properties ; the reoestly discovered arcana of 
getation; the kadiog points of astronomic Mrieocre; 
the mechanic aits, from thdur first embryon exist- 
ence, to their present matority. 

These are his materials^ shaped by his Imniii- 
ouS| glowii^i and creative imagination, into coaot- 
less, beautiful, and varied forms, floating on- 
wards upon a full rich stream of mdodious verse. 
How much injustice do you do to such a coBt- 
position, when you call it the gaudy and transient 
tulip-bed of poesy, while you pronounce Cow- 
per's verses a cluster of roses. . Roses let them . 
ibCf so these so much more splendid fk>wers of 
poetic fancy are deemed amaranths, unfJMti^g and 
co-existent, through successive ages, with all 
true taste for the higher orders of the delightfiil 
science. 

Adieu. It is fortunate for us both that such 
voluminous scrolls as this are scarcely more than 
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LETTER XXVn. 

William Hatlby, Esq. 

lAchfieid, May 10, 1804. 

I THANK you for your third volume of Cow- 
per, which arrived the first of this month. Its 
contents perused with deliberate attention, still 
deeper impress my conviction, that for indeed 
from perfect was Cowper^s character, his judg- 
ment, or his epistolary style ; — that his character 
was sullied by want of charity to the failings of 
others, and by an unsocial exclusion of all except 
a few worshippers, whose attention himself and 
his writings wholly engrossed — his judgment per* 
verted by jealous prejudice against the composi- 
tions of contemporary genius ; his epistolary style; 
by a dearth of imagination and eloquence, incon- 
ceivable to me from the pen which gave us the 
Task. 

Aware as you were how little I thought his 
style in letter-writing deserved the superiority 
yon allot to it, it seems strange that in this sup- 
plementary volume you should boast of universal 
concurrence in that attested pre-eminence; and 
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add, that every intelligeiit reader must be sellable 
of its peculiar grace, ease, and harmonj. So yoa 
sweep into die lumber of iuiintell^;ent readen 
that friend, to who89 keen Mnsibility of the ge- 
nuine emanations of genius of every species, and to 
whose ardour in prasing them yonr pen has borne 
frequent testimony. 

It is a great mistake that your appreciatioD of 
these same letters is even general, mu<^ less imi- 
versal ; several of my literary friends have exjunes- 
sed opinions on their subject similar to mine. 

I believe, however, limk your echoers are numer- 
ous ; all whose malignity the ungenerous and bit- 
ter satires of Cowper^s pen have gratified ; aU 
whose religious terrors their presumptuous 
theraas have alarmed ; the swarms who, as 
observes, '' delight to hear each other damned ;" 
—-all whose self-partiatily exults to see a style so 
nearly on a level with their ovtrn, exalted by tfae 
editorial fiat of a man of geniua and learning 
above compositions to whose eloquence, wit, imd 
grace they feel their own powers, so hc^ielesaly 
unequal ; and all who think his truly estimaUe 
compassion for the suffering poor, his fondness 
for animals, and for five or six devoted admirers 
of himself and his writings, gave him a right to 
despise and abuse all the rest of the world; to 
level our sdiopls and universities with bagnios 
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and brotlids; to degrade the poetic literature of 
his country; to annihilate the high claims of 
Spencer, and those of the first poet the world has 
pixHbced^ our mighty Shakespeare, by asserting, 
as he does in the poem Table Talk, that poetry 
first rose in Britain with their successor Milton • 
tbatall before, and since he appe^ed, are but 
vandering lights, and, in comparison of Milton, 
hut as stars and meteors to the sun. 

Tlius is diis clamour of popularity almost ex- 
dasirely in favour of Cowper, not rational ; and 
imitional popularity always fades before the 
dowly-accumulating edicts of the impartially in- 
genious. Justly does he himself say, '^ One i^ 
Mows bubbles and the next breaks them/' The 
mania which has gone forth about him resembles 
that which once prevailed concerning Glover and 
his Leonidas; and, like that, it will melt away. 
Pass a few years, and Cowper also will find his 
level ; be esteemed as a writer of genius, who 
has given one charming work to the world, though 
seldom, in any thipg else he has written, rising 
above mediocrity. 

Ah ! yes, this will be so, in despite of all the 
pains you have taken ^^ to buckram out his me. 
mory;** to put corks and bladders of indiscrimi- 
nate praise under every thmg he has written, to 

VOL. VI. ' li - 
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hear him tiicl his wpri^ down die deep fllfeum 
of tione; bat they could only eerve to si|^ 
port them op the shallow and soon eiikmmte^ 
currents of AwhioD, had not the Task aq inhcrciif 
buoyancy, which, peihaps with the excepdon ^ 
the comic John Gilpin, seems not to exist m ma^ 
of his other compositions, and least of all, wHli 
some few interesting exceptions, in his generally 
insipid, vain, and self-engrossed letters. 

Of their want of that value to the public w^id 
imagination, wit, discriminative criticism, or cb^ 
racteristic investigation, can only give to familiar 
letters, Gowper seems aware, when he si^ys, ^ I 
would not Wiite thus freely of me and mine to 
any but yourself." He little thought that these 
eternal sallies of egotism and self-importance 
would be expos^ to the eyes of the whole iia« 
iion. 

Strange that Cowper should find Utfik-verae 
more difficult than serious rhyme. I cau write 
blank-verse, with all its necessary variations of 
pstuse, and compose at least fifty lines in that style 
while I could write ten in rhyme, imd yet mj 
biank-verse be better of its sort than the best of 
'iny compositions in the heroic couplet. Strange 
also tbi^ your friend should so little know the 
fcdmparative value of his poems, as to abjure that 
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0rder of Terse ki wfaipb bo hud produced one 
poeoi eo infinitely superior to ^ery tbiog he has 
writtea m the chimiiog measure* In that my ear 
find3 bis poetry stiff, hard, and inharmonious; 
while tb^ numbers ^f the Task del^t me. They 
hesur no mark of effort ; are free and vigorous, 
vnd sftff ciently, though not uuiformly, melodi- 
ooa. 

Not only Cowpeo but Milton, Thomson^ 
Young, and the beautifully, but not servilely, 
Miltonic Crowe, have harsh liiles, and sometimes 
evexi hiurdi passages in their blank^verse, which 
produce fine contrasting effect upon the just and 
manly ear, like the less perfect rhymes which, 
used in turn, vary and inspirit the luscious mono- 
tony of words which always completely chime. 
Akenside and Mason polished their blank-verse 
higher than any of the preceding four, yet are not 
therefore [superior to them in general harmony* 
Ciowper was right in saying that his blank-verse is 
not the blank *v^se of Miltpq, since no styles can 
be more different, though your Hibernian friend 

found them similar. A good apple is a, fine firuit, 

but it does not resemble the anana. . 

We find one <^ these same letters asserting that 

Pope was the only instance of a man of geqiuf 

^vho took unwearied pains to correct and fini^ 
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his Terse; yet in anodier we are told, that to 
touch and retouch is the secret of all good ^writ- 
ing. This maxim is certainly true respectii^ 
|H>etiy. Scarcely any d^;ree of genius, oriHMie 
below that of Shakespeare, can absolve firom Ac 
duty. But i»ith such maxim how inconsistent 
is the observation on Pope's patience in self- 
correction ! Dr Johnson has no greater contr»- 
dictioUy though he sold paradoxes to the press 
by wholesale. In a succeeding letter Cowper 
says, concerning his first uncharitable volume of 
satires, in crampt rhyme, '' I have touched and 
retouched these poems with the utmost care ; I 
am never weaiy of the employment.'' He em- 
ployed himself, in that instance, to poor purpose 
of polish and harmony. 

Of this, as of the former collection of his let- 
ters, I can say with*truth, that I Ihink every well- 
educated person, of talents not above the com- 
mon level, every day produces letters as well 
worth attention as most of Cowper's, especially 
as to diction. 

My dear bard, you become a perfect Sangrado 
in literature, when you challenge preeminence 
for such insipid epistles. Water is a pure Avad, 
but it has not the strength of port-wine (Johuscm's 
letters) nor the spirit and fine flavour of cham- 
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pa^n (Gray's). Good water is to be had almost 
everywhere, and good epistolary water without 
its having cost the gold of genius to procure it. 

Why you should labour to persuade the world 
that the rectitude, talents, and judgment of that 
man were all surpassing, is to me incomprehen- 
sible, since in so doing you betray your own fair 
claims to poetic fame* This conclusion inevi* 
tably follows your premises. If Cowper was in- 
deed free from all unworthy jealousy of rival re- 
putation, and fully able to appreciate the value of 
poetic compositions, then hb total silence respect* 
iitg hb friend Hayley's muse, proves that he did 
not think her worth attention, however he might 
love her votary. I, the rebel to Mr Hayley's 
Cowperian edicts, but the sincere admirer of 
much of. his poetry, will never subscribe to his 
illimitable claims for the bard of Weston ; but 
O ! I grieve to see him dwindling himself into a 
dwarf bearing Cowper's armour, and looking 
up and wondering at the Colossus his stilts had 
made. 

But my comments grow too extended for one 
letter. I shall beg Mr Monkton's indulgence for 
another frank to contain what more I have to 
say on the subject When we wish to combat 
that hydra-headed monster, erroneous opinion, 
we should put on the whole armour of truth for 
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the contest; and besides it is not against audi a 
man, and snch a writer as Cowper, tkat we can 
with any modesty rest on the old ifistich— 

<< I do not lUte thM Doetsr Fen, 
The reMOB wfajr I ciMot tell. 
Bat I doQ*t like tiiee Doctor FeU." 

Adieu. 
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William Haylet, Esq. 

Ucl^iM, Mty 15, 1804. 

I SEE why Collins, Gray, Mason, Hayley, 
Darwin, and the poetic miracle, Chatterton, over- 
looked, Cowper pronounces Churchill die only 
poet, himself excepted, since Pope's time. That 
he made the self-exception is certain, since none 
publish verses but who believe themselves {>oets. 
Churchill was ^ a good hater,'' (Johnson's avow- 
ed reason for loving some man, I forget who), and 
a bittei^ satirist, though without midcing, as Cow- 
per does, religion the implement of bis spleen* 
Churchill was an envious detractor from the lite- 



rary reputation of others, and in Cowper's el^ 
gant language, ^ has given it them soundly/' 
Churchill loved Lloydi and a few more oT his 
owo worshippers. These cobgenialiues procured 
him the exclusive favour of his, in those respects, 
kindred spirits, though Churchill's genius was, in 
reality, nauch inferior to that of Mason, and Gray, 
whom he ridiculed. 

How durst your friend have the effrontery to 
say that the religion of the New Testament stood 
naked in the witdemess, miclothed hy poetic 
hand, Abii^h conscious that die mighty and su- 
Uime spirit of Young had thrown around her 
the richest rohes of poetic imagination f — but 
Cowper drew from the Night Thoughts, and 
Aere£ore he never names them. 1 could point 
out parallel passages in the two writers, which 
render the plagiarism of the bard of Weston ap 
parent, as in the following : 

Night Fifth.— Young* 

*' life giBdes away, Lorenzo, like a brook, 
Forevpr changing, nnperceWM the diange. 
Id tiie same brook none e?er battif d htm twiee ; 
To the same life none e?er twice awoke. 
We call the brook the same, the same we think 
Oar life, thoogfa much more rapid in its flow, 
Nor mark the nrach irrevocably lapt*d 
And miogM witii th|6 4^ !" 
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« 

COMPAEISON. — CoWPEB* 

'^ The lapf« of time nd rhren it the MBue, 
Both ipeed their journey with a lettleM itreai f 
The attent pace, ffitfa wfatch they fteal away. 
No wealth cao bribe, no piayen penoade to fta;^ ; 
ADke iirerocable both when pasty 
And a wide oeean swaOowi both at hMl.'' 

Cowper has described himself as a sttirii^ 
when, on page 180 in this third volume, he jusd^ 
censures thedenoimciiig preadiers, thus: ^Tbere 
is no grace that the spirit of self can counterfeit^ 
with more success than a religious zeal. A man 
thinks he b fighting for Christ when he is fight- 
ing for his own notions* He thinks that he is 
skilfully searching the hearts of others, when he 
is only gratifyii^ the mal^nity of his own, and 
charitably supposes his hearers destitute of all 
grace, that he may shine the more in his own eyes 
by comparison. When he has performed diis 
notable task, he wonders that they, are not con- 
verted ; he has given it them soundly, and if diey 
do not tremble, and confess that God is in him of 
a truth, he gives them up as incorrigible, repro- 
bate, and lost for ever. But a man that loves 
me, if he sees me in an error, will pity me, and 
endeavour calinly to convince me of i^ and per- 
suade me to forsake it.* If he has great and good 
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news to tell me, he will not do it angrily, and io 
much heat and discomposure of spirit. It is not 
tfierefore easy to conceive on what ground a mi- 
uister can justify a conduct which only proves 
that he does not understand his errand; the ab- 
surdity of it would strike him were he not self- 
deluded/' 

Self-condemnation never descended more pal- 
pably from any pen than from Cowper's in this 
passage, since the spirit of scornful denunciation 
everywhere prevails when Cowper reprehends 
the errors of mankind. 

It appears from the frequency and length of 
his letters to his private friends, almost exclusively 
about himself and his verses, that the writing 
them, strolling about, composing and correcting 
his poetry, watching his tame bares, and cleaning 
his linnets' cages, employed all bis time. Indeed 
he says that he never buya and seldom reads any 
new publications, and no mention is made of his 
being in any book-club. In this voluntary and 
nearly total ignorance of the literature which 
emerged from time to time through the years of 
his seclusion, we see him pronouncing in Table 
Talk, and in his letters, upon the imaginary dearth 
•f poetic talent since Pope's time. He shuts his 
eyes on a bright day, and tells us it is midnight. 
Unjust, ungenerous, self-engrossed Cowper ! 
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He might hafe aeen extracts in die rewiewB, 
but it 18 not probable that he ewer regabaij read 
either Robertson's jostly celebrated history <rf' 
Scotland^ or Gibbon's of the Rise and Fall of the 
Roman Empire, though he condemns die stfle of 
bothy and brands that of the bitter with the odiamf 
of affectation. The excellence of Robertson'itf 
style was never before disputed* Gribbon's insi- 
nuated scepticism as to the tmdi of Christianity 
made him an host of foes, who haye been long 
tryii^ to revenge on the perfection of his lan- 
guage the imperfection of his fkidi ; a common 
practice with mean and illiberal minds. Cow- 
per^s abilities left him without excuse for such, in* 
justice* 

Gibbon's history is written with Cicennuan 

eloquence, in a rich, flowing, and inexhaustible 

vein. He must be an ill judge of language who 

does not perceive tiiat of the historian of Rome 

is natural, and not strained ; tiiat through so long 

a work it could not have kept its free, untired, 

and brilliant course, if it had been the result of 

art and laJ)onr ; that in him it must have been art 

and labour to have stooped his native oratory to 

the level of tame, inferior writers* Cowper, who 

seems to have had an aversion to eloquence, and 

with him die herd of owls, whose eyes ache at its 

lustre, might better like the dense and rayless me- 

11 
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dium of style ; bnt to be lamkious was no eflbrt 
to Gibbon, any more than it was to Dr Johnson : 
and it is well known with what rapidity his mag- 
. iiificent language flowed from his pen ; that he 
often wrote a Rambler in company, and in less 
time than he could have copied it ; and that he 
very seldom corrected the eji^pression. In him, in 
Gibbon, and in Burke 

^ The rich Homeric elocti]^oii flows, 
For aU nie hhims aiodolnle ^Mir prote^.** 

When the author of the above lines wrote them 
he knew what were the constituents of beautiful 
style ; but beneath the infatuation which has in- 
duced him to assign pre-eminence of to me such 
milk and Mrater reverse, I conclude him repentont 
of the palm his own charming muse has bestow^ 
ed, and which I trust will fiouriah and endure 
through successive ages, on Mason as a poet, on 
Gibbon as an hbtorian, contemptuously ovei^ 
looked as is the first, and stigmatized for a lite- 
rary coxcomb as is the other, by the pen of his 
preMit idolatiy. 

He has publickly styled the nervous and bril* 
liant Gibbon, '' the genuine Roman eagle ;" and 

* Hsyley's tsmj on Hi8toiy> Epist 1; 
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BOW he robs him of diat deserved and appropr^* 
ate title^ to bestow it on die Robin-Redbreast of 
Weston, whose bard, like that little bird, has 
sung sweetly; and, like it also, was an enemj to 
his own species, die poets. 

Yob say in your PrefiKe to this diird vdume, 
'' It is pleasing to discoirer the sentiments which 
characters of h^h distinction oitertain of other 
successful candidates for fame, who had lived in 
their days." — ^Yes, if such their sentiments be 
just and generous ; but if diey discover a narrow- 
fouled hatred or unworthy cont^npt of such as 
excelled in arts ** which caused themselves to 
rise," or by which they hope to rise, I know not 
any discovery more painful to an ii^nuous and 
ardent votary of literature. 

Admiring as I do, and ever did, the eloquent 
style of Johnsop, (and I vnll add, too much to be 
able to admire Cowper^s letters), I yet have never 
admitted his lives of the Poets to a place on my 
book-shelvies, since the specious injustice of those 
volumes is a caustic on my feelings whenever I 
open the leaves. £picure as I am in eloquence, 
it makes me no recompense for malignant de^- 
preciation, blind prejudice, or misleading par- 
tiality. 

I borrow your own language to express a max- 
im respecting historic biography which governed 



1 
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my late publication^ though you have recently 
told the world ^that it was right the biographic 
task should devolve upon some partially-attached 
relative or friend. In the notes to the Essay on 
History, Anna Comnena prefaces her filial bio- 
graphy thus : '' Whoever engages in that province 
is bound to forget all sentiments of favour or 
aversion; often to adorn his. enemies with the 
highest ccmimendation when their actions are en- 
titled to such reward ; and often to censure his 
most intimate friends, when the failings of their 
Ufe and manners require it. These are duties/* 
&c. 

^ Dr Lister bids me tell you that he is much 
flattered by your praise of his epitaph ; and sends 
his best compliments. 

After her long sterility, nature has burst at 
once into bloom. The first spring since my 
twelfth year, in which the countenance of intel- 
ligent and excellent Saville has not inspirited her 
charms. Wantii^ that, more welcome the gloom 
and the barramess of winter ! 

Adieu! forgive my ingenuousness; and may 
you be happy here and hereafter ! 
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Mbs Blore. 

Lichfield, May 17, 1804. 

I DO not wonder at your sorpme not to have 
met, in my late Yolume on the ehancter erf Jh 
Darwin^ a name which ought not to have bees 
omitted in any record of Lichfield, duiii^^ the 
many years in which he who bore it was one of 
it9 brightest ornaments ; a name consecrated by 
native talents, by science of many species, by aH 
the generous virtues and engagtng graces. Be 
assured nay free*agency was severely coerced in 
this omission. For his peace' sake, I was coo- 
strained to throw upon my peu the dmin of thk 
seeming pusillanimous silence. 

Mr Saville always dmmk, with painfiil seoak 
tion, from every thing which was in any degree 
likdy, out of the pale of his profession, to draw 
the public attention towards himself. > Even in 
the zenith of his professional powers and eze^ 
tions, he. seemed more hurt than gratified, when 
he saw their praise in print. Modesty so invin- 
cible, without auxiliary motives, would have vmr 



I.£TTEK XZU. 175 

ploredy and perhaps irresistibly implored, my 
silence ; but he knew diat my pure and ^diran- 
terested attachment to his unUemished wcnrth, 
bud aidi^jected me to unworthy reflections, and, 
therefore, no arguments, no entreaties of mine^ 
cwld have obtained his permission to present the 
just portrait of his talents and virtues to general 
jcrutiojr. 

The [Memoirs of Darwin were written when 
my mind had no consciousness how near it stood 
to the brink of its desolation. If it had fallen 
into the gulf before that work had been finished 
and deposited with the bookseller, it had never 
seen the light ; but if its composition could have 
been subsequeot to the loss I mourn, no dread of 
imputed partiality, or of renewed blame, could 
have withheld my fervent testimony toMlaville's 
worth. 

Devoted as he was to botanic studies, you are 
mistaken in supposing that he was a member of 
the Botanic Society which Dr Darwin attempted 
to estabUdi here. He was solicited to he of i^ 
but in vain, from the consciousness tiiat com- 
pliance must have mvolved him in successive 
tasks for his pen. You know his aversion to us- 
ing it, though he wrote with so much ease, per- 
spicuity, and grace. He knew the Ddctor was 
too busy, and Sir Brooke Boothby too dissipated 
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to undertake those transhtioiis from the Latm^ 
of which their plan included the necessity ; and 
he knew also that they would not have del^ated 
that employment to Jackson, if they could have 
induced himself to undatake it. Tlerefbre^ 
as he used to say, '' I kept myself out of die 
scrape. 

Your warm approbation of my Darwinian yo- 
lume is very grateful to me ; and yet more grate- 
ful is your complaint of ito desideratnn on the 
subject of our mutual friend. Ah ! if the omis- 
sion had not been wholly involuntary^ my con- 
science must have severely embittered your mild 
reproach. I have been gratified by warm tes- 
timonies in favour of my book firom people of 
lettered eminence ;-^but, O ! those eyes which 
would f9>st have glowed over such testimoniea, 
long ere they could arrive, were closed for ever ! 

I know not if (he Memoirs baye been review-. 
ed. I never voluntarily look into anonymous 
strictui^es upon my publications. 1 see them 
committing too much injustice upon others to ex- 
pect any justice from them to myself ; and there 
is no pleasure in poking into inc<miprebensible 
objections, and malicious sneers. 
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LETTER XXX, 

Lee Philips^ Esq. of Mayfield. 

Lichfield f June 1, 1804. 

It gratifies me to hear you say that you will 
always cherish the memory of our lost Saville. 
He esteemed and loved you, I think, above all 
his many friends;^ his daughter, her childrep, and 
myself excepted ; and well did you take the ipea- 
sure of his worths 

This blooming season, succeecUng to the long 
sterility, but deepens the melancholy sens^ of my 
loss in his prized society. I was alwaystf^nd of 
flowers; but, perfectly satisfied with the great 
variety of tints and odours which those of a com- 
mon garden si^>ply, I did not partake, but s^ret- 
ly deplored, as the misfortune they really w^e to 
him, his botanic knowledge, and thirst for so im- 
mense a posseasion of rare plants and flowers ; — 
since their culture was di$cult, troublesome, and 
expensive, engrosaiog a great deal of time wbjcb, 
bis adaiirable taleats coondered, might have beep 
better employed. 

B utover the ohnrma of the riHUg and varying 

VOL. VI. M 
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year, our eothusiasiiis were in perfect unison. 
When we were together, scarcely a fine day of 
spring, summer, or autumn passed away, that did 
not witness our heart-thrilled exclamatioDs of ex- 
haustless wonder and gratefid praise. We were 
never weary of applying these words to our sensa- 
tions, to which no other words were so appli- 
cable : 



a 



These are thy f^orioos works. Parent of goo^^ 
Almighty ^— t^ine tfait imiTeml iffsme. 
So woodYoos fiur 1" 



A spirit thus aUied to mine m devotional, in 
scenic, in harmonic, and in poetic ardours, I shall 
never again meet on earth, at least Hith oppor- 
tunit^&^f frequent association. That conscious- 
ness saddens all creation with mudh more than 
wmtry gloom. But let me not ungratefully for- 
get how many years of youA, of ripened, and of 
fadmg life, were blessed by that friendship, which 
now the grave has swallowed up. 

I am sorry that yourself and volimteer brethren 
are harassed by the unorgani2ed projects of ^wur 
commander. Many, deep, and, I fear, ruin0O8 
are the evils which military insanity has brought 
upon Great Britab. I was one of the few who 
ibresaw them all through the past ten years ; not by 



any peculiar powers of discernment^ for their result 
was written in characters broad and far less enigma- 
tical than the warhing inscription on the walls of 
Darius. 0^r national horizon has been gradual- 
ly darkening since the year 1793. The day of 
peace dispersed it for a fleeting interval ; but be- 
cause the sun of prosperity did not shine upon it 
in all its former strength, pride, and the sense pf 
imaginary dangers, induced us to fly for relief to 
the very means which had caused our degradation. 
Thus our present, I hope it may not be termed 
last state, is worse than our former, and the dark- 
ness is now of interminable prospect. No gleam 
of light separates the regathered clouds ; and the 
dire steersman is again at the helm, to guide us, 
as heretofore, by existing circumstances, rather 
than by combining the experience of the past 
with the probabilities of the future; to form a 
system of politics, whose foundations might be 
laid in the safety, and continued existence gf the 
monarchy, rather than in its false glory. 

You were very obliging to take the trouble of 
transcribing for me the translation of the Latia 
Ode addi^ssed to. Camerariu^'"', and concerning 



* Who first discovered the sexes of plants. This poem is> 
in Blair's Botanica) Essies, a rare book, pablished in 1720^ 
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vfhiiSi we have corresponded. The sexes of 
plants once Asbovered, comddence may be fidrly 
ieinswerable for the idea of writing a poem opoa 
the subject ; and that idea is die only aflhufy be- 
tween this mere skeleton, and Darwin's extended 
and complicated work, including actual metamor- 
phose, not merely of plants and flowers, bat of 
' M the elementary properties, branching out into 
alksive ramifications of classic faUe, histcny, 
ancient and modem, suid of many of the remark- 
ilble events of more recent periods. 

'You cannot, sUrely, on reflection, suppose tfiat 
he derived any assistance from this mere enumera- 
tion, in rhyme, of the sexual nature of v^etation, 
elucidated by two obvious, and by no means de- 
licate similies from birds and fish. Darwin has 
acknowledged his sources in the interiudes, that 
'his system was Linnean, his plan Ovidmn. 

I ca*nnbt think with you, that the bgenfousand 
int^i^tiiig history of the Portland Tase, nor yet 
that of the Ste^m-Engine, misplaced. ^The de- 
^)aientiry properties, bis foundation, and thei^ per- 
^ s6laifilcation> his superstructure, digression to the 
uses inade of those properties by himian art, 
ought not to be considered as impertinent, or (if 
I may be allowed to coin a word, which is law- 
fully compounded) illocaL It was a part of D^- 
win's plan, to adapt natural history and mechaai- 
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cal science to poetry. Dr Aikin. had, in a pub- 
lished vfcaV, pressed that design upon our hards, 
as a fair, a fruitful, and unbeaten field. 

Uis counsel taken, has given that exhaustless 
variety to Darwin's great poetic work, which ap- 
pears to me one of its chief excellencies. There, 
every species of reader may find gratification for 
his prevailing taste. You confess it when you 
observe, how many purchasers of the Botanic 
Garden you have known, who would never have 
purchased it for its poetry. Since it has no basis 
in regular story, its author was allowed an illimit- 
able power of excursion, and hence the title of 
episode for any of its descriptions becaine pre- 
cluded ; yet I think the Portland Vase, and the 
Steam-Engine, cannot even be deemed excui:sive, 
since they grew out of his subject. The first, 
when the task allotted to the gnomes was to pre* 
side over the difierent strata of earths, and ren- 
der them subservient to use and ornament ; — the 
second, when his nymphs of fire were executing 
their similar commission. Dear Sir, why should 
we quarrel with our iunusement and our instruc- 
tion, because they are blended, and because their 
variety administered to the pecuniary interests of 
him who gave them i Lord Roscommop o\i- 
serves, in verse : 
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'< Poets, the fint instmcton of mankind^ 
Brought all tfahigpi to theff natiTe proper use.' 

( 

Adieu ! and believe me^ 8cc. 
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Mrs 



Buxton, July 17, 1804. 

t AM shocked that your darling child, my litde 
god-daughter, should have been exposed, on the 
7th instant, to a tempest of so much violence 
and that on the dreary and unsheltered vastness 
of the East-Moor. The buildings here had a 
narrow escape that day; since instantaneously, 
-with one cannon-like explosion, a ball of fire, the 
size of a melon, passed over the old hall, and 
scathed a tree in the opposite garden, at about 
fifty yards distance. It fell before the company 
at the hotels had risen from dinner, which I had 
been constrained from attendii^ by the commen- 
cing thimder. It was fortunate^for my credit that 
it warned me to hide my fears in solitude, for I 
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am utterly unable to suppress the violent nervous 
agitation into which I am thrown by the flashing 
and the noise. 

I had hoped that the extinction, which has 
gloomed my remaining life, would have rendered 
me superior to affright, under every circumstance 
v/hich may seem to threaten its duration. That ' 
such a quiescent effect has not ensued to me be- 
neath electric storms, proves that my trepidation 
from their influence is merely corporal, and out 
of the control of my mind. I hope little Annie 
caught no cold from the rain ; received no im- 
pression of dismay so deep as to fix her a trem- 
bling coward through life, under every return of 
an exploding atmosphere. 

Your letter is doubtless at Lichfield awaiting 
my return, since it has not followed me hither. 
Concerning '' those long lists of accusation, those 
contemptuous expressions," which you say are con- 
tained in that to which it replies, I have no con- 
sciousness. 

The very frivolous excuses which you made for 
having kept an old friend's book unread in your 
possession during several months, struck me with 
an indelible impression of incompatibility witli 
affectionate regard for the writer, and with any 
respect for her talents. 
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I am an iogeinious creatore ; as I fed I speak, 
or I write ; except to people whose siigfata nwe, 
either from their mental incapacity^ or Ktenoy 
jeafoosy, beneath mj notice. It is then, too. Ant 
I can scorn ** the weakness of complatnty" and 
avoid the '' bitterness of reproach ;^ bnt where I 
have esteemed and loved, I cannot dress my km* 
guage, either oral or scriptural, in cold civility, 
or feigned kindness. 

If I had thought, as you do, diat the suppres* 
slon of resentment was an owed delicacy and duty 
of friendship, I must have retreated from our in- 
timacy in gradual and cold alienation. 

I am sorry that illness prevented your coming 
to Buxton. Yours is a life of gteat value, and it 
is one of your first, perhaps your veiy first duty, 
to attend to yourself in all thii^s ^diich respect 
your health. 

We remove from hence to Matlock to-morrow 
seven-night, and purpose staying ther«» a wedc 
If you can, without the least hazard, come over 
to either place, while I am a sojourner there, I 
hope you will ; and I thank you and Dr S. for 
your kind invitation to myself and Susan ; but we 
are four of us, for my man and maid are vrith me ; 
all your sons being at home, must make so large 
an addition to your already large lamily, very in- 
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convenient. It is not jour kindly stiii^ling to 
suppress the testimonies of that inconvenience 
which can prevent my sense of its inevitable ex- 
istence. Therefore, and. only therefore, is it 
that I cannot think of being your guest this sum* 
mer. 

Next week was, in the last fatal year, the final 
week of my dear lost friend's existence. Its 
Thitfsday, the dneadful anniversaiy when vanishes 
for ever the sole remaimng, though but ideal, con- 
«oktioa of my deprived existence. O ! it is yet 
«ometh]og to be able to say to myself— ^This day 
twelvemonth Saville existed, in apparently re- 
novated health, and with the sprightly glow of 
^mtitade to Heaven, and of hope to continue 
some more years with the friends and children he 
80 tenderly loved. At seven next Thursday even- 
ing, this latest comfbrt leaves me for ever. That 
dismal day, if I live to see it rise, I shall pass at 
Matlock, in solitude and woe. Few, in all pro- 
bability, will be its annual returns to me; but 
few or more in number, silence and sorrow shall 
always consecrate its fatal hours. 
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!Nf R8 Gbanville of Cdwiclu 

Matlock, Jug. l, 1804. 

Mt dear Madam, — ^If jou and Mr GrmvSk 
will be at home from Monday, die 6tfa of next 
month, during die ensuing fortnif^t, I should have 
great satisfoction in passing a few days with you 
both. 

Myself and cousin, Miss Seward, have passed a 
month at Buxton, and came hither from tbence 
last night. 

Whether or not we go back into Derbyshire 
next Monday, to pass a week with Mrs Stokes at 
Chesterfield, depends upon circumstances, con- 
cerning which I expect to obtain intelligence in 
the course of this week. 

Ah, dear Madam, since last we met, marriagehas 
temporarily deprivedyou of your lovely and amiable 
protegee Miss F. Port, and death has forever, in 
this world, deprived me of one of the best, kindest 
and most disinterested friends that ever bore that 
too often unmeaning name; the only one re- 
maining with whom I could almost daily recal 
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the years of youths healthy and hilarity, and, with 
a tender interest almost equal to my own, the 
ideal presence of the beloved and loi^-vanished 
individuals, whose society crowned those years 
M^ith happiness. O ! of how many dear and ex- 
cellent friends have I lived to mourn the loss ! 
^ext Thursday is the dismal anniversary of the 
last departed. Strange countenances shall not 
look «pon me that day. 

This world, as you and the worthy partner of 
your destiny have agonizingly experienced""", is full 
of privation, till nothing of heart-felt joy remains 
to us but the hope of a better, in which mortal 
semblance shall glow with immortal life ; remem- 
ber and hold blissful converse with all it loved 
on earth, shall experience no evil, and shall dread 
no change. Adieu. 

«^ Mr and Mn Granville lost their only ton, without ever 
having had any other child. He died a few years since in the 
prime of his youth, which was adorned by every gentle vir^ 
tuc.— 5. 
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MissV- 



Matlock, Aug. 2, IBM, 2 oUJock. 

Mt dear friend, the Catal, fatal 4aj ia oooae \ 
jpct five boun of life, aiid heritb, zbA hop^ re- 
mamed in^ all the cunniog flattery of* iiatmii^ f«o-> 
mumg duratioB ! 1 haxre be^ pooriog fordi die 
ugttidi of tltts day's aeaiatioaB to her who aprung 
from him, whose, ex^ictioa at eveausg, q>reail 
over the sud, to these ejws, die imperrioua ral of 
desohitioit. After dioit andistentipted shuDbeiv^ 
unblessed by any distinct idea of my soul's choocii 
friend, on that the anniversary of his last fanman 
deep, I widted at day-dawn-^^Alas ! nmh what 
sensations, my dear friend's congenial imagmatioB 
will but too faithfully conceive! It will truly 
tell her that I count the hours, the minute^ with 
all the woe, if not the horror, with which the con<- 
demned criminal enumerates them on the day of 
execution. This hour twelvemonth, how litde 
did I think that, ere the evening closed, that voice, 
which was speaking to me in the sweetest and 
most sprightly tones, would be mute for «ver io 
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this worid f—tbose graceful features, beaming with 
iMellect and affectidn, marked for ever^ by dreafy 
ghastly inanity^ for the dark and narrow house. 
O miserable, miserable consciousness, how it 
frowns away peace vaad comfort from my heart ! 
The sublime and curtained rocks, on which I this 
moment gaze, have echoed his harmonious voice 
in Dr Ame*s beautifnl hunting song — " With 
hounds and with horn Fll waken the day." That 
hdppy period was this time nineteen years, when 
he and I, with a party of eight from Lichfield and 
Derbyshire, made an excursion to this romantic 
scene, and its environs. With what spirit, what 
gaiety, did he pour that strain amid the echoing 
mountains ! My impatient irrational soul yet, at 
moments, refuses to believe that pever human ear 
shall listen to those tones again ! 

O !' this swarm, not only of strangers, but of 
people to whom individually our attention is due ! 
How that .necessity corrodes the melancholy and 
aching heart ! — ^but the seclusion of this dreaded 
day has been, and shall be inviolate ;— -only to 
those will T speak, who can understand the lan- 
guage of my woes— who will imagine it ere it 
rises to their eye on this paper. £re long it may 
meet my dear friend's eyes, if I receive a letter 
that shall bid it seek her — and teach it whitherio 
travel. 
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I sent you a long epistle jesterdqr* and hope it 
will reach jou safely. It is near three ! — my 
kind friend's thouj^itSy I know, travel widi mine 
the dreary journey of this da/s hours. Adieu ! 
Adieu I — to silent and every minute augmeatB^ 
anguiidi, be tfie remaining portion cons^ned ! 

Some few words added, — ^it is now near four t 
— and these eyes had looked their last !— but all 
unconsciously— to him or mysdf ; for yet, y^ 
he lived in health and hope ! O could 1 have 
divined ! — but it is a inen^ that I did not ; that 
my terror and anguirii disturbed not his few de- 
puting moments ! 

It has struck eight— all was over! — and my 
last gleam of comfort from the reflection I men- 
tioned to you, and on which my spirit clung, is 
passed away! Farewell, till I hear from you 
again, my sweet friend, who would so fein console 
me, the forlorn of heait — but that Attt forbids I 
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LETTER XXXiy. 

Chakle^ Simpson^ Esq. 

Winterbaurn^ Gloucestershire^ Sept. IQj 1804. 

Thrice kind indeed are the contents of your 
letter, though it has given me great uneasiness 
on poor Miss F— ^'s account. Recollecting how 
fatal a fever, brought on by the same means, 
proved to her brother John, my fears on this sub- 
ject are much awakened. She is one of Aefew. 
Native strength of understanding and play of fan- 
cy ; wise and vigorous exertion in situations of 
teasing trial; sweetness of temper, rectitude of 
principle, a liberal spirit, and ingenuous good- 
ness of heart, combined^ early in life, to form 
her character. Intimately acquainted with her 
during a long series of years, I never, with much 
to esteem, met with the slightest circumstance to 
disapprove in her conduct or manners. 

Upon the mind and conduct of men and wo- 
men in eiery rank and station, I have habitually 
turned an observing eye ; and it appears to me 
^t men in general are governed by only two mo- 
tives in their wedding engagements ;—*y the pur- 
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suit of beauty or wealdi ; diough indolence^ fiu:i- 
lity of access, and odier accidental circumstaDoe^ 
form some exceptions, which puzzle coii}ectiire in 
its search after their inducements. Thus amme 
men find dieir affections entangled diey , know Bot 
how or why, ndther by beauty nor wealth, nor yet 
those wiser considerations which might induce a 
man of talents to value the rational and companion- 
able powers ; die habits of exertion, prudently di- 
rected, and die che^ful sacrifice, on all oocaaioni^ 
of self-gratification to duties ; to value sadi en- 
dowments above the possession of a we^hty 
dower, or of all whtdi gratifies, f<Mr a time, the 
fading pleasures of the eye. 

Miss F had once beauty, but a eatate- 

ous eruption on the face, though sl%ht, sooa 
tarnished and muddied her oace radiant com- 
plexioB. From that period, of fourteen years 
remoteness, die has lived widiout lov^is, thoi^ 
her height and shape, at you Imow, are fine ; her 
countenance expressive, and her features 9gni^ 
able. Those who reaiember her beautifiil, com- 
pare, to her disadvmtage, die kas been with the 
is; and men of her later acquaintance confess 
her agreeable, but her want of fortune icts dieir 
commendation. What has been will prohaUy 
continue to be. I hope to Heaven she mi^ re- 
cover, but I diiak she will not mmrrj* Sostn 
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Seward^ Mrtth her fortune, merit, and accomplish- 
ments, is a bank-bill, and will soon pass off. 

Xo the society of Miss F I looked, as a 

sheet-anchor, should I live to want the attentions 
of a female, who might at once be m^ companion, 
my nurse, and my friend ; so that great must I 
consider the loss to my self should disease bfight 
her existence in the summer of her days. I long, 
yet dre^d to hear farther intelligence on this sub- 
ject. No letter has reached me from Lichfield 
since your's followed me hither. 

Not having had any retiurn of the dreadful 
seizure in my head, which I sustained at Park- 
hall the 29th of last month, I left that pleasing 
scene, and social family, to fulfil my promise to 
Mr and Mrs Dowdeswell, and travelled on to 
Pull-Court upon the 6th of this month. Nature, 
and well-directed art, have combined to enrich 
and adorn that noble seat of an ancient family 
with eveiy charm of landscape; excepting, in- 
deed, the meandering course of a river, or the 
glassy expanse of a lake. Only a short reach of 
the Severn is discernible at about a mile's dis- 
tance. What was originally a noble park has 
been, within these twenty years, and by its pre- 
sent owner, converted into a bright, extensive 
lawn, near a mile across, and of proportionate 
yhdtb. It remains evidently park-ground, though 
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a profusion of beautiftd cattle BopjAy the place 
of the banished deer^ *^ die stately tnick and 
sprightly-bounding does.'' A few venerable oaks 
and elms stretch dieir shadowing anns over Ais 
green expanse, at graceful distances, ere tbooe 
swelling diough not lofty hills of die interior arise 
and terminate die lawn, and under which the 
herd reposes. These hills are luxuriantly planted. 

From die right side of the house a shmbbeiy 
of about a hundred yards conducts us to a smaH 
lawn, semicircled with shrubs and trees. It opens 
infront to a rich vale below; for die house stands 
upon a gentle eminence. Tbe frequent and 
swelling knoll and tufted copse vary and divide 
the gay green meadows of diis valley. The more 
distant country is bounded, at abotit seven miles 
distance, by the bold sublimity of die Malvera 
Mountains. Of different heights, dieir tops fcfnn 
an undulating outline, and melt into the clouds. 

From this lesser lawn desc^ids, daridii^, a 
turfy forest-glade, in which diree people may 
walk abreast. I never saw a noontide walk so 
pleasant, for it is kept constantly mowed, and is 
arched over by trees that exclude the sun. It 
winds through the forest behind the interior hills ; 
which forest umbrageously zones the whole do- 
main. You |>ursue diis serpentine and velvet 
walk, ascending and descending in endless and un- 
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impeded traio, to the extent of four miles^ ere 
jou find yourself again at the house. It opens 
on its progress into little green plats^ in whose 
centime stands an oak or elm^ with circular seats. 
One reach of this shady and - long-winding glade 
spreads into an expanse much wider than the 
preceding ones. Here the scenery is exactly 
that part of Needwood where the vales of Sud- 
1)ury and Ashbury burst upon the sight. A dark 
wood crescents more than half the lawn; and 
forest-banks, steep/ wild, and abrupt, descend 
from the open side into a rich champaign of hills 
and vales ; and of that landscape the Cheltenham 
Hills are the boundary, distant twelve miles, as 
iEU'e those of Malvern to the valley which the 
little lawn, on the other side the house, com- 
mands. 

This more distant and more forest expanse hai 
a rustic temple with seats. It stances in the 
centre of the umbrageous concave. There are 
also mossy seats under several of the trees, so 
that it forms one of the happiest scenes for a ru- 
ral fete imaginable. 

Pull-Court appears to me a place of superior 
beauty to Ragley or Lord Lyttleton's, and I wish 
it had a better name. Of late years the large old 
mansion has been modernized ; and elegant furni- 
ture, a profusion of fine engravings, metzo-tints, 
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and drawings, with die odour^ tuberoaes and of 
other fine plants, breathing through the 3pmit- 
ments, leave nothing wantii^ to the laxniy of 
the senses ; but luxuries of every kind are litde 
to those who think they stand on the verge of life, 
and whose secret heart is desolated. 

Little Mrs Dowdeswell, senrible and very live- 
ly, though twenty years younger dian her excd- 
lent husband, loves him widi animated tenderness, 
and alleviates the misfortune^of I6i^«extingui8hed 
sight by die most eiiergcftic and incessant atten- 
tion* She reads to him, she writes for him ; mid, 
when he is unemployed, she frolics about him 
widi all the sweet-tempered gaiety of Rosalind. 
His own industiious ingenuity assists her affection- 
ate endeavours to make him forget his calamity. 
He knotted all the fringe of his furniture himself ,- 
ne hung all his pictures and prints ; knows, and 
can point out the beauties and defects of each. 
He placed with his own hands every book in his 
noble library, and can fetch any volume that is 
wranted without assistance. He repeats the whole 
Sunday evening litui^ to his family, widi solemn 
and harmonious accuracy. I was affected even 
to tears when I saw him stand up, and b^in 
that sacred address. Hb fine height, majestic 
person, expressive features, and unaffected energy 
of tone and emphasis^ combined with the con- 
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scioumess of diat darkness to which no earthly 
morning can come, dirilled my heart with blend- 
ed sensations of pain and pleasure. 

Pull-Court has no gentleman's seat nearer 
than about five or six miles. Mr Dowdeswell's 
mother and sister wei^e there ; and, excepting the 
Bishop of Ely and his lady, who called one 
morning, we saw no other company while I staid. 
It is the custom of die neighbourhood to make 
no dinin^visits when the nights are moonless. I 
was glad to be excused the form of such inter- 
course with strangers. Mrs Dowdeswell senior is 
a sprightly well-informed woman of seventy-five, 
and very much the woman of fashion. 

The kitchen gardens to thb seat are very ex- 
tensive. Mrs Dowdeswell takes great delight in 
lier poultry; has the pied as well as common 
peacocks, and her aviaries, for she has one for 
lar^e and on^i for small birds, are stojred with 
aU of curious plume, foreign and native. Mr 
Dowdeswell remembers you to your advantage, 
and desires his compliments. 

You have sent me welcome news of the Palace 
concerning its approach to a habitable state, and 
I thank you extremely for your kind attention to 
it. Since you so pressingly renew your kind re- 
quest that, on returning to Lichfield, I would re- 
peat my visit to your pleasant and hospitable 
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mansion^ aud make it my head-quarters till the 
ecclesiastic roof may once more riielter me, I 
cannot resist the temptation; bat, unless illness 
frightens me into an abrupt seeking of my long 
dear, though now, alas, to me changed city, it 
may be several weeks ere I again behold it. 

From Mr Dowdeswdl*s I came to visit my re- 
lation by marriage, Mrs Martin, who, after hav- 
ing lived at Bath since she became a widow, 
some two years past purchased a habitation in 
this large and pleasant village, where she has se- 
veral social neighbours in our rank of life. She 
lost one of the best of husbands and of men in 
the year 1*795, by a sudden death. Apoplexy 
seized him, immediately after having made an elo- 
quent speech in the county-hall at Nottingham, 
in favour of the necessitous poor that hard win- 
ter. 

Mrs Martin's purchase here was of incredible . 
cheapness. The house is very ancient, and some- 
what dilapidated; has seen prouder days ; once, I 
conclude, the residence of squiral opulence. It 
has three good apartments of more modem date, 
though of very awkward approach as to the lower 
one, a dining-room, diirty feet by eighteen, well 
proportioned and lofty, with white v^inscoa^ 
and three large sashes, into which the south-west 

sun shines cheerily. They look upon a little 

ao 
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lawn the "width of the house in front. It has a 
shrubbery on each side, and is separated from 
her fields by a ha-ha« Two good sa^ed hed- 
chambers are over this dining-room. The rest oi 
the mansion consists of two little parlours, at least 
two centuries date, Gothic and gloomy ; old pas- 
sages ; an old laundry, and plenty of old hiding-, 
places ; a sort of rat-castle, we must confess ; 

^ Dim windows tiiaft exelnde the light, 
And passages which lead to nothing." 

To this venerable mansion a large and productive 

kitchen-garden, spacious farm-yard, coach-house 

and stable, a fish-pond, and twenty acres of richland 

. are annexed ; and the whole cost her only nine 

hundred pounds. The little smart widow, moving 

in the fashionable circles at Bath, is become a 

notable farmeress, with all about her of oldr 

fashioned comfort and frugal hospitality. This 

villi^e b six miles from Bristoh 

If I can escape a return of the dangerous pa- 
roxysm I endured at Park-hall, I shall pass my 
time as agreeably here as I could wish, at least 
as time can pass with me, but my head is not 
steady. 

I prefer this sort of life to magnificent scenery 
and liveried boards covered with dainties. In- 
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i^eed diere was no period of my life io whkdb I 
Sd not make that humble prefeience. I bii|^^ 
if I had chosen it, have lived more with the rick 

and great than do my neq^boun the s\ but 

it was ever as little my taste to do so, as it was 
and is exclosively their ambition. Without pariiy 
of rank and of station, something to me always 
appears wanting to the perfect freedom and ccmi^ 
fort of society on the part of the inferior. Even 
superior talents must be content to find them- 
selves cast into the back-ground, respecting the 
attention of their high-stiled receivers, when 
people of rank are preaeat How then must it 
be with those of our middle class, when, without 
any powers above the common level of under- 
standing, they are suflfered in die drdes of splen- 
did life. More dian suffered such folk never are^ 
or ever can be. There, let them sit in the unen- 
viable class of self-condemned automatons ; the 
silent spectres of tlieir departed freedom, with no 
other recompense but die silly boast of keejnng, 
as it is called, the best company ; as if genius, 
learning, and knowledge of human character. Were 
not equally to be found in die middle as in the 
higher classes of society. It is to the circle 
where such powers of mind diffuse diemsdves, 
that the title of best company genuinely belongs. 
Such, dear Simpson, is 'your proper sphere; 
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^i^here you can at once imbibe and augment the 
rays of intellectual intell^ence. 

Jlemember me kindly to cara sposa^ and be- 
lieve me always your ever obliged, &c. 
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Mrs Mart Powys. 

WinterbourUf Oct. 18, 1804. 

On my road hither,' the 14th of last month, I 
dbpatched a long letter to you from Newport. 
Aq apprehension haunts me that it may possibly 
be lost through the carelessness of the mail^ 
coachman, who promised to put it into the post- 
office at Bristol ; but I will not, till I know its 
fate, recapitulate the contents. 

Pleased with the rural comforts and active ex- 
ertions of my little friend, in her habitation of 
ancient days, I have passed my time much to my 
satisfaction. A potent spell, however, drew me 
from her during a fortnight of the elapsed fiv^ 
weeks. 

1 was surprised, on arriving here, to find my- 
self only eighteen miles distant from my long- 
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ynJmoi and beloved Mr Wfaalley. When he last 
wrote to me I had not kmoed the design of pro* 
ceeding so far into Gloucestershire, and his let- 
ter stated a design of going to Chelteiduun earljr 
in this mondiy on account of his deeply-impaked 
health. For that reason I did not mean to in- 
form him of my near approach. He heard of i^ 
however, from a lady in this neighbourhood, and 
wrote immediately to press my hastening to his 
seat amongst the Mendip mountains; said he 
had resigned all idea of Cheltenham this year, 
and diat he longed to introduce me to his lately- 
married lady. 

I went thither on the 29th of September. 
Thirteen years ago I passed six weeks in that 
Alpine habitation. Increasing wealth and fine 
taste have since transformed and enlai^ed an ele- 
gant cottage on the brow of Mendip to an Ita- 
lian villa, superbly furnished; extended every 
way his steep and lawny walks ; and placed be- 
fore his house, and to its whole length, a Tuscan 
veranda. It is the loveliest architectural hixniy 
I ever traversed, peculiarly calculated for the al- 
most dizzy elevation on which the mansion stands, 
and for the extreme of light which it chastises, 
and which was given by large sashes, die whi^ 
height of the apartments, from every one of 
\rhich, on the second floor^ we step out into th^ 
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gay Teranda. Those consist of two drawiag- 
rooms and a boudoir. The arches of the veraiH 
da are* light iron-work^ painted green. Its 
breadth allows three to walk abreast. The shelvr 
ing roof is also painted green, the floor a mosaic 
sale-cloth ; the circular seats at the end have each 
a large pier-glass, reflecting a part of the beauti- 
ful val^ below ; the coved-sides are fine painted 
glass. Twenty-four large china jars were filled 
with autumnal flowers, and one of them placed 
under every arph. All the sittmg-rooms are on 
the second floor; servants apartments on the 
ground Aopt ; but no culinary operations are car- 
ried on th^re. To this villa urbana there is a 
villa rustica, which is the cook's region. It is 
placed sixty steps lower, and hid amongst trees, 
a covered-way leading from it to the Arcadian 
palace above. That is seen from the vale below 
for two miles on the great western road from 
Bristol, and it looks as if it had dropt from the 
clouds ; and indeed when we stand in the veran- 
da, or look from the bed-room windows on the 
third floor, we seem suspended between earth 
and heaven, and inhale an atmosphere peculiarly 
sublimated. 

The vale below is of twelve miles extent, ere 
the amber waves of the Bristol Chaimel divide 
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England from the Cambrian shores. Lesser 
hilli^ rich woods, lawns, and fields, a profiiskm 
of gentlemen's seats, with villages, ^' half hid in 
tufted trees,'' widi their steeples or towers, vouch 
for die enjoyment of social pleasures, and for the 
national advantage of great population. Thane is 
a noble dinii^-room backwards, on the second 
storey, adorned by fine pictures; the glory of 
which is a full-length portrait of Mrs Siddons, 
by Hamilton. It is a speaking, a beautiful, an 
exquisite likeneto, by which her charming face 
and^;ure, drawn in the prime of her life and 
beauty, should go down to posterity. She is in 
the character of Hill's Zara, at die moment in 
which she exclaims, with extended hands, 

** Can it be Osmyn speikt— and %»etkt to Zaim?^ 

but I have not time to proceed in my description 
of diis grand saloon, nor of die result of that 
poetic imagination which formed the wood-wild 
walks, ascending and descending the sylvan steeps; 
or of ihe green terrace which zones the whole 
mountain to an extent of three quarters of a mile, 
commanding a perpetual change of the scenery 
beneath. 

I staid at Mendip-Lodge ten days. Its new 
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mistriess is gentle, kind, and good, and sensible, 
though reserved ; three other ladies were of our 
pHkty. 

I gazed around, wherever I ^ent, whatever I 
8aw, with teai'ful, though admiring eyes, for O ! 
to those charming scenes, dear lost Saville bad 
been often invited by Mr Whalley ;-»-always pur- 
posed going — and now .^-^alas ! the consciousness 
that his eyes can never behold them, weighed 
ufoout my heart and shrouded their beauties. 

At Mrs Hannah More's, who lives in that val- 
ley, 1 passed one morning, and she was once at 
Mendip while I staid there. Her friend, the 
Countess of Waldgrave, came with her. 

After a twelve years estrangement from Sophia 
Weston that was, Mrs Pennington that is, Mr 
Whaliey undertook to reconcile us, divided as we 
had been by an ingenuousness on my part, which 
I thought necessary to her welfare, but which her 
spirit was too high to brook. She lives at the 
Hot Wells, Bristol, and is a woman of admirable 
talents^ and graceful manners. She received me 
with tears of returning love, and our reconcile- 
ment was perfect. She made me promise to stay 
with her a few days on my way back to Winter- 
bourn. 

Maria and Emm'eline, of Edgeworths-Tovim, 
both settled in that city, sought me with much 
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kindness, and spoke with apparent delight of mj 
attentions to them in their inftncy, and of the 
hours they called happOj spent beneadi my fa- 
ther's roof. They have heard recently froin 
poor LoveL Alas ! he is still in die clutches 
of the detestable tyrant, Buonaparte, and com- 
plains heavily of the umriiolesome climate of 
Verdun. Mrs Beddows is like her modier, but 
neither she nor her sister, Mrs King, have any 
traces of their father. I thought them agreeable^ 
but a few hours do not enable us to know if 
people talk from a reservoir or a spring. I in- 
quired after them on arriving at Mrs Pennii^- 
ton's, but should not have sought them, uncertain 
of my reception, had they not sought me. The 
consciousness that they passed several years 
under the care of my soul's dear Honora, gave 
me an insuppressive interest in seeing, and in listr 
nii^ to them. They drew back the curtains of 
the past. I bend fny homeward course to-mor- 
row ; but shall not reach Lichfield in less than 
ten days, having promised Mr Mitchel to resume 
his habitation as I go back. Adieu ! 
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LETTER XXXVI. 

Walter Scott, Esq. 

Lichfield, March 7, 1805. 

Dear Svr, — It is not easy for me to express 
how poignant my sense of the literary obligations 
^ith which you have honoured me. The Lay of 
the Last Minstrel valuably enhances those high- 
prized treasures. 

4 My last letter to you, in August 1803, written 
while a competent share of health was mine, and 
while hc^ and peace were inmates of my bo- 
som, was closed and sent away beneath the sud- 
den death which tore from me health, and peace, 
aiid every earthly hope. Indispensable business 
pressing upon my attention, and claiming my ex- 
ertion when my shocked ^ul needed rest, pro- 
bably brought on, by degrees, the present excess 
of a malady to which I have been subject these 
many past years ;-^ dizziness of head, in more 
or less degree, always upon me, and which has, 
smce the 25di of October last, increased with 
dangerous force, amounting to sudden paroxysms, 
in which all the surrounding objects seem falling 
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into chaos. These paroxysms are brought on 1^ 
every attempt to stoop my head totead or write 
widi any continuance. Thus am I obliged to 
employ an amanuensis' for my letters, and to pro* 
cure a friend to read to me audibty whatever I 
wish to peruse; nor can I sustain, without dai^er, 
a continued attention, and still less a chain of in- 
tense thinking. By this strange mystjBrious ma- 
lady, which medicine has tried to combat in vain, 
the remnant of my days is destined to a gloomy 
suspension of every intellectual industry. 

And now, to exchai^ this comfortlesa theaie 
for one on which genius has poured his aniipat i«g 
lustre— The Lay of the Last MinstreL » 

The introduction is beautifully simple, and its 
last page is conceived with the utmost £dicity of 
imagination. I am no less charmed widi die 
sixth stanza of die first canto, though its excel- 
lence is of a diffMent nature — a military exhibi- 
tion, which distinctly pourtrays the preparation 
for feudal war. Its second and diird couple 
are sublime'; — but if I proceed to remark etegj 
varied beauty of which I am susceptible in diis 
fine work, my comments will prove scarcely less 
extensive than the work itself. 

Yours and Bums' poetic joumies transcend 
those of every other poet, by the concisdy-de- 
acriptivc 'mention of local objects, which make 
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tlie reader pass the ground with you prbgressive- 
Jj, so that were it hi» purpose to take the same 
road identically, he might find his way wiUiout 
^uiy other guide. 

The twenty-seventh stanza happily adverts to a 
dhrling song of my youth. Oh that you could 
liear sung as I have often heard^ 

« 

** My sheep Pve neglected, Tve lost my sheep-hook ;*• 

—but the lips that so sweetly and emphatically 
expressed the charming air> adapted by the late 
X)r Arne to those elegant words, are closed in 
eternal silence. Other voices may be as fine, 
the skill 9iid fancy of other singers as distinguish- 
ed ; but for all the graces and powers of touch- 
ing expressions nor man nor woman ever sung as 
Saville sung. I inclose an epitaph which I wrote 
for him a month after his instant vanishing for ever. 
Itis engraven on an elegant monument in Lichfield 
cathedral, designed by Sir Nigel GU'esley; the 
last tribute of my almost life-long friendship. 
All who knew Mr Saville acquit the marble of 
flattery. L^t sorrow, however, no longer seduce 
me from my purposed theme. 

The two closing stanzas of this canto vie in 
touching and picturesque beauty with the proem 
to the work. 

VOL. VI. O 
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I lately saw a ^erieW-criticisni upon jour ez^ 
qoisite moonJ^t {ucture of Melrose-Abbqr, 
which 8o divinely opens the second canto. 

The censure falls upon that architectural ap- 
propriation by which it is hnpfily distingnMied 
from every other description of every oAer miff- 
ed abbey. That circumstance attache to it 
what appears to me a great excdl^ice, viz* when 
the poetic muse in some d^ee ccmveys to us 
the elements of other sciences, by delineation of 
some of their appearances^ powers, and eflects ; 
together with the use of their technical t^rms. 
Hence the rules of painting and the laws of he- 
nildry, and of the miechallic arts, of natural his^ 
tory and of astronomy, are presented to tlie mind 
of the reader through the del^htful medium of 
verse, and poetijr is eixMed to instruct while she 
charms. The Paradise Lost, and Darwin's Bo- 
tanic Garden possess this excellence, for which 
one of the periodical censors blames ycmr pictuife 
of Melrose Abbey. It must, however, be con- 
fessed, that it is not thus that a bard obtains die 
praise of reviewers, or, through their praise, ac- 
quires speedy popularity. Professional critics 
and conmion readers have but little appetite for 
compositions which abound in allusive know- 
ledge. They turn from such poetry to that which 

merely amuses, or terrifies, or feeds the malig- 

11 
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.nance of human nature towards others^ by satire 
or by religions denunciation; but it is not for 
these that genius consumes the midnight oil. 

When I was at Bristol last summer, a lady 
said to mcf ** My son is of Merchant Taylor's 
school. He has there a frigid and schoolfellow^ 
not yet sixteen, who has been employed by one of 
the review editors to write strictures for his work, 
on your Memoirs of Dr Darwin." Such are 
often the presumptuous deciders on pew publica- 
tions. 

The mention of that work tempts me to ex- 
press my hope that youjrself and Mr Mackenzie 
received the copy destined for each. To you, in 
literary interchange, that priesetit 

« Is as the mom-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To 3roiir fnU streams.** 

^ * . 

You have disclosed the dead wizard with much 

sublimity; and lovely and exhilarating is the 
fresh, cool, morning landscape, which relieves the 
mind after the horrors of the spell-guarded tomb. 
And ah, how truly sweet and original is your de- 
scription of Margaret ; of the trembling speed 
with which she attires, descends^ and speeds to the 
bower! 

Will you forgive me if I copfess, that your 
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dwaifology has less <^anii to me dunt die oAer 
rich creations of yomr fancy, A diminutive fiend 
caiinot possess tfaq terrible graces. I guen it 
was that consdousness which induced Shakespeare 
to change the primeval malignaoce of thefuiy 
tribe for elegance and benignity, since all his art 
could not render the urchins terrific. 

I am in love with the twaity^onrth stanza ot 
the third canto, m its altered sad ezquiritdy 
tuneful measures. Your Margaret is equallf in- 
teresting in her pensive serenity, as in h^ tieni- 
bling disorder. 

The beacon-fires, whose sublknity is entiidj 
your own, have no degeneracy in the sncoeedbg 
stanza; and thb simile in the next is or^^inal and 
happy : 

.** And flpeara in wild disorder shook, 
like reeds beside a frocen brook." 

Nothing can excel die close of that canto is 
simple and concise pathos, nor the touching ^ 
ture of the old bard, when, with pretended bad- 
ness, he tries to conceal his real anguish. 

How well do you understand the art of coo* 
trast, and how judiciously is it exerted, wheo, ^ 
the exordium of the next canto, you change our 
mournful sympathy for the thrill of deiigbt^ 
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'^ Sweet Tiviot/' &c. ; and what luxury c^ sound 
in this line^ ' 

** A)ong thy wild and willowed shore.^ 

The next stanza is very fine ;, but I must abridge 
my comments, or I shall lose the opportunity of 
sending this packet by a private hand, to be frsuik- 
ed 'm Liondou. 

Not unnoticed, however, must the song of 
the three minstrels pass away from my pen. I 
observe a great climax in poetic excellence in the 
two last from the first; purposed doubtless. 
Gaerme's burden is pretty as to picture, but harsh 
of sound : 

*' For the sun shines fiur on Carlisle wall.** 

The ear does not like three syllables together of 
equal accent, especially at the close of a line^ and 
though the letter / is a liquid consonant, yet by its 
profusion, it becomes harsh in Car/is/e wa//. 

Fitztravers' lay is sublime in the first degree ; 
and exquisite is the tender sweetness of Harold's. 
What truth and nature in tins picture ! 

'' The blackening wave is edged with white 
Tempt not the gloonsy firth to-day.*' 
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The poem concludes adnuraUy, aod die note 
are interestiiig and instmctiTe. 

You have br^t poetic satdlites aioood joa, htA 
Leyden is the brightest ; hb '' Scenes of InfauK^" 
abound m beautiful passages. 

If there is room in the frank, without »MlrW»g 
it over- weighty I shall inclose die last verses I pro- 
bably shall ever write, since I feel that my days 
will be few, and that Aonian inspiration, if cfer 
it was mine, will return to me no more. With 
you may its spirit be permanent as it is bright ! 

Excuse diis incorrect epistle, in a leasb of 
characters, and believe me, with the highest esteem 
for your reported virtues, and admiration of your 
talents, dear Sir, your ever obliged and obediept 
servant. 



LETTER XXXVn. 

Walter Scott, Esq. 

JAchfield, JprU 11, 1802r. 

I woDLD not patiendy bear your enemies (and 
who diat is so enviable has not enemies) censure 
your Last Lay of the Mmstrel with the same se- 
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venty that your own pen arraigns its structure. 
I confess no spot in that sun^ except the air of 
insignificance which my ideas annex to dwarf de- 
monism ; and its introduction not being a volun- 
tary afiiEur'^y the possible blemish melts into the 
general splendour of the orb^ and the charmed 
, reader discerns it no more. 

Not only do }. approve but jadmire the con- 
trivance by which iiut minstrel is made the epic 
muse of thb work. Hence the lofty story ap- 
pears to every advantage, detached from the beau- 
tiful introduction, from the exordium and close of 
each canto, and from the conclusion. Imagina- 
tion delights in the martial features, the sublime 
sentiments, die lovely landscapes, and the breath- 
ing pictures of the epic part ; but the heart thrills 
and melts over the aged minstrel, and returns to 
him with renewed interest,— « 

** When pride is quelPd and love is free." 



* In a Uiiier to the author of these volumes, Mr Scott ob- 
serves^that << Lady Dalkeith, who has more of the angel in 
her person and mind than any one alive, heard the story of 
Gilpin H(Miier from an old gendeman, and she was so nladi 
diferted with his i^parent belief of so grotesque a tale» that 
she insisted I should make it into a border ballad. If she had 
desued I should write a poem on a broomstid^ I mnst have 
attempted if— & 
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Surdy nothiog ctn be more imtnrsd -tSmn Ins 
recidng die songs of hit departed hnedirBDk Wlnt 
reader diat feek poetry, coold oMlim to 
them i Delkiously musicid is tbe burden of 
first song, when it has the prommciatioa of ji 
ancient Scotch. 



" The sun nhiiies Air on Gulie wa* f 

Instead of 

<< The sun afaiiies fiur oo Gaifide mU." 

I should have been stroi^ly tempted to have 
given it in the old dress— especially as it was the 
eldest strain, and the bard might have been ex- 
cused for his partiality to the time-honoured lan- 
guage. 

No, I never saw Lady Dalkeith ; but the spell 
of such an enchantress as you describe her to be 
was of course resistless ; and if it had ccnnmand- 
ed you to make Caliban the supernatural ag^t of 
your poem, so it must have been. 

Your tinker '^ simile for the ancmymous cridcs 

* ** The hired critics, not andentandins what I call poeliy, 
we talk in a foreigu laagoage to each other* Mmj ti thc» 
appear to me a sort of tiukers, who, nol knefriqghowtoanke 
pets and pans themselves, set vp for meiicfen of theai, sad 
often make two boles ia eadeavoving to patch np one."— M* 
Seott. 
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pleases me much. Tliey seem itide^ to have 
no ideas in common tvith the genuine poet 
They may be mefbl in directing the comrto of the 
darting swallows of t^e poetic science^ but not to 
prescribe the track of its eagles. 

1 congratulate you upon the acquisition of a 
new satellite * to supply the place of that which^ 
for a time at least, has shot from your sphere f. 

Extremely must I desire to read a poem which 
you profess to admire, and I thank you for the 
kind wish of procuring me that pleasure ; but if 
you will give me a direction wh^e it may be pro- 
cured, I will send for it myself. 

Dr Leyden's sweet verse has inspired me with 
affection for its author, and I thank you for all 
you say on his subject. 

Mr Hayley has sent me his last publication. 
The Triumphs of Music. Ah ! I could well 
have excused the present, since I cannot flatter, 
and am sorry to mortify. The poem is longer 
than The Triumphs of Temper, but it is a dull 
Bristol-stone compared to that bright diamond. 

This strange composition is a chaos of ludicrous 
absurdities, on which scarce one ray of genius 
gleams. 

* BIr Grabame, aothor of a poem entiUed The SabbaUi, 
mentioned with delight by Mr Scott — S. 
t Dr Leydea.— S: 



218 LBTTEt XXXVII. 

llie irernficatkm is hard and jirkkig; tbe 
ejMtbets generally iinapprofmate, and tncoonsU 
ent with each other ; the metaphora ridicmloiia— 
witness one taken from the toes to iliustrafe 
kissing: 

^ Intoikated fliendririp aMde a trip, 
Ha toochM, IB Uiod temerity, her Itp." 

From this mass an apparition of a mother^ and 
no mother, two pmrses, an old maiden aunt, 
and a parrot at prayers, pop up their heads,. chal- 
lenging reverence,. admiration, and applause. Poe* 
sibly this quiz of a poem may obtain sale and 
circulation amongst the metbodists, on account of 
its eternal hymns and praying sonnets, which, like 
the tenets of that insane sect, caricature the fair 
face of genuine religion. 
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LETTER XXXVUL 

Rev. R. Fellowes. 

ILichfield, May 32, 1805. 

I TRUST you have imputed my long silence to 
its true cause, the contiuuance of my strange and 
dizzy malady, which, during so many months, has 
made writing difficult and perilous. Ably and 
kindly do you, on its subject, plulosophize die 
tendency of long-continued intellectual exertion, 
to weaken die fibres of the brain : 



-^ Nature** threads, 



Fme, passtng Ihonght, e'en in her coartest workf, 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain 
The force that agitates them, not unimpair'd ; 
But worn by frequent impulse, to the cause 
^Of their best tone their dissolution owe.'' : 



'• 1 ' . i s,.. 



It sooths me that you regret the not having 
sou^t my personal society, while pnly a distance 
of thirty miles divided us. Procrastination steals 
away, from dme to time, our interesting pur- 
poses; till, and perhaps suddenly, unforeseen 
^v^nli occur, which render theni unattainable; and 
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leave the future to reproach die past. A deep 
reproach for die weakness of long delay, where 
least I meant omission, do the years irrevocably 
fled make to my remaining life. I suffered cir* 
cumstances, whidi I might have overmledy to 
suspend one of the dearest plans of my heart, till 
it sunk in the grave of friendship ; a local devo- 
tion which once had been paid with ineffiible de* 
light, cannot now foe paid but with agony. 

The physi(^;nomy of the dead. — You think it 
likely to have connection with the moral qualities 
of the deceased. I cannot believe so. Without 
any such idea, I have often, in solemn curiosity, 
inquired of those who had the care of the lifeless 
remains of my friends and acquaintance, concern- 
ing the. nature and progr^ of external appear- 
ance, and its dread chai^^ onsuch their remains. 
By medical gendemen, I have always heard them 
imputed solely to material causes. Since your 
last letter arrived, 1 have conversed with an in- 
telligent army-surgeon on the subject. He as- 
sured me that stem tranquillity is invariably the 
character of every human countenance, so soon as 
the body becomes cold and sdfl; whether the de- 
parted had died quietly or in distortion,, in hope 
or m terror, — that all traces of the passions fiist 
sink in relaxation ; nor do they, he said, return, 
when the features, as soon they do, become r^d. 
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He added—** I have often, a few hours after a 
battle, surveyed the field of the slain, and found 
the same \acant, dispassionate, ghastly calmness 
on every face. Be assured it remains indiscri- 
minately on the countenance of the dead, till be- 
ginning putrefaction changes and distorts it.** 

The period at which that terrible change takes 
place, varies extremely, as well, you know, de- 
pending upon the nature of the previous disease^ 
and upon the weather. 

Those horrid lineaments, the mere result of 
dissolution, would be most unfair criterions by 
which to regulate our opinion of the virtues or 
vices of the separated spirit ; or even if that opi- 
nion wks balanced, to weigh a single grain to- 
wards its preponderance. Some beautiful lines 
of our young poet, Southey, may, I think, be ap- 
plied to this theme : 

** Not to the grave, not to the grave, my soel * 
Descend to contemphite the form beloved 1 

The spirit is not there 

That kindled that dead eye ; 

That in that motionless hand 

Has met thy friendly grasp ( 
It is but lifeless, perishidile flesh 

That moulders in the dust, 
Av, earth, and water's muiistrant particles 

Now to their elements 

Resolved, their oses done. 
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N«t to fht grare, wUtoiht gmtc, mj wMj 
FoOow tfaj ftiflod belOT'd ! " 

The wiiole of this rfaymdett ode is equally 
lemn, just, and impressive. Probably yea have 
seen it. 

I have received two poetic presets lately, from 
authors of renown, inspiring sensations of modi 
contrast; Mr Scott's epic poem in nx cantos. 
The Last Lqrof the Minstrel, abomiding in every 
species of fanciful beauty — and Mr Hayle/s epic 
oddity, Hie Triumph of Music. Over the last 
we may too justly exclaim, 



^ Oh heavy lightnetiy tcrioos ▼aidty ! 
Mis-flhapen chsoi of ftrange leeiniog fonns !** 

It is, in dismal verity, the profoundest bathos 
imaginable, of a genius which, during a consider* 
able period, had soared as it sung ; but its down- 
ward flight has been gradual, and commenced seve- 
ral years ago. This last production would disgrace 
the Veriest poetaster existing. For Mr Hayley, 
however, let us not forget die past in the present ; I 

the Ticbuess or his summer harvest, while we sur- 
vey the stubble,' tares^ and thistles of bis winter 
fields. 
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JLETTER XXXIX. 

Miss PONSONBY. 



Lichfield, June 13^ 1805* 

With a trembling hand^ my beloved Miss 
Pomsonbj^ do I take up the pen to thank you for 
a thrice kind letter. It had not remained several 
\veeks unacknowledged^ but for this terrible ma- 
lady of the head, which has oppressed me wiUi so 
much severity during the interim. I think it 
must soon lay me loVi'. Not at my time of life 
does the constitution, pushed from its equipoise 
by long enduring disease, regain it amid the strug- 
gles. 

Immediately on receiving your last, 1 sent for 
Madoc ; by far the most captivating work of its 
genuinely inspired author. Unable to read my- 
self, Miss Susan Seward gave its poetic wonders 
to my charmed ear, in hei* just and pleasing, 
though not very varied recitation. Soon after we 
had gone through it, she 4eft me, and my friend. 
Miss Fern, became my guest. She reads v^rse 
with dramatic eloquence, and the most harmoni- 
ous cadence. Insatiate with a single hearing. 
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tbougb so recendj gratified, I tequcsbtd her to 
pour again upon mj eager attention^ its heart-feh 
interests and graces. Yet more than by the Brst 
impression was I delighted. 

Madoc eminently possesses the vital and prime 
excellencies of poetiy, the power of awakening 
solicitous and eager interest ; of steeping die eyes 
in tears of transport, and of sympathy ; of ffviag 
to imagery and landscape distinctness, appropria* 
tion, strength, and originality. For ibw deaf 
sakes the feeling heart, and the exact taste, par- 
don, though they cannot overlook the systematic 
outrides of the style, occurring so frequently. I 
wish its author had spared the most interesting €^ 
his Azticans, that child of filial piety and mercy, 
his beautiful Coatel, to bless her I^coya, the 
improved Friday of the work. 

Curious is the affinity between the miraculous 
conception of die Virgin Mary and that of the 
Indian God ; which circumstance the notes af- 
firm to be an historic assertion. Curious also, 
on the same alleged authority, the similarity of 
the Indian enterprize to the Land of Souls, and 
thai of the descent of Orpheus. £riUyat is one of 
the noblest heroines of history or fable. I ad* 
mire and applaud the care the poet takes Uiat 
bis cantos should open and close with lines of the 
most striking efitet or bewitcbin grace. 



Our jOMOg frieiul Gary has published his trans- 
lation of Dapte's Inferno. It is thought the i)est 
which has appieared, and the sale goes on well. 
He presents a copy to yourself and Lady Eleanor, 
and I trust you will receive it soon. 

The Inferno is a great stfMrehouse of poetic 
images, but almost all of them have come down 
to us in Spencer, Milton, aud other poets, so that 
the chief amusement this volume gives me is from 
my tracing the plagiarisms which have beep 
made from it by more interesting and pleasing 
bards than Dante; since there is little for the 
hearty or even for the curiosity as to story, in this 
poeip. Then the plan is mo>st clumsily arranged : 
Virgil, and three talking quadrupeds, the guides ; 
—an odd association. 

The poet, b^ng his own hero, involves, by ne- 
cessity, an unpkasing quantity of egotism, while 
the perpetual question and answer,, so long con- 
tinued, proves very wearying with its endless 
'^ said I," and '^ said be.'' Then such a succes- 
sion of torments for poor frail mortals! such 
broiling, gadiing, freezing, and whirling ! ! Ter- 
ror, terror, nothing but terror, ^d to no possible 
use, since its description obtains* no faith by 
which to repel temptation and purify morals. I 
trust Gary has done justice to hb origmal, since 
in his numbers the poetry is often grand. 

VOL. VI. p 
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What a triumph for the mases, and for the 
risiiig centuiyy that one year has produced the best 
translatioD extant of a dassic 8o renowned, and 
two such original epic poems, as the lay of die 
Last Minstrel, and die Madoc ! How do dieir 
unborrowed charms reproach die envious and 
narrow-minded asserters that die well-sprii^ of 
g^iuiiie poetry is exhausted! Such detracton 
always did and always will exist. Owls love to 
make a noon-day darkness. 

What strange times are these! The king and 
fieunily are expected very diordy in dib town. It 
is possible they may chance to look at diese epis- 
copal apartments of mine, and its gardens. I 
cannot appear before them ill as I am, and unable 
to stand still even half a minute, diough I can 
walk without much difficulty in the recesses of 
my disorder. This is die fourdi king of England 
who visits our city. Its diree preceding royal 
guests were not fortunate. Richard the Second 
slept in lichfield on his Toad from Ireland, not 
long before his deposition ; Charles die First in 
a late period of his unfortunate wars, when he 
was drivoi from Leicester ; and James the Se- 
cond, a short time ere he shot from his royal 
sphere. No one, however, will dare to whisper 
to our present monarch, that a Lichfield sojourn 
may be ominous. 
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Present me devoutly to your beloved Lady 
£leanor. Most interestiiig is your description of 
that visit, mutually paid to the desolate and si- 
lent Dinbren. How worthy of yourselves diat 
hour of consecration^ with all its tributary si^s ! 
Too happy were the days and weeks which I 
passed beneath its roof, and in its beautiful and 
sublime environs, to permit such revisitation from 
me. 

It would break my heart amid its present con- 
sciousness, spread over with a dark and impervi- 
ous pall, which can never never be drawn away. 

Dear, and amiable Miss Ponsonby, farewell. 



LETTER XL. 



Rev. H. F. Cart. 

Lic^ld, Jug. 8, 1805. 

My contemplation of your recent literary party 
has been very pleasant. Seldom is it that six 
people meet, who all know to feel and to appre- 
ciate the powers of poetic genius ; meet in such 
a dear embowered seclusion^ uninvaded by less- 
privil^ed spirits ; with the treasures of Madoc 
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for your banqaet, new to four of you!«7-bat diat 
charmii^ work rises on our admiration by repeat- 
ed perusal. I have heard it foiur times read aloodi 
and listened with delq;h% whidi ^ grew by what 
it fed upon.''* 

Perhaps familiarity with die higher orders of 
verse may be necessary to th^adequate perc^eption 
and appreciation of the Lay of the Last Minstrel^ 
though assuredly one of the most exquisite effusions 
of poetic fsncy that graces our language ; but Ma- 
doc bears a master-key to every bosom where but 
common good sense, and any thing resemUmg a 
human heart, inhabit ; while the droppii^ li^ts 
of imagination, viz. picture and landscape, meet 
us on almost every page; landscape, fresh and 
vivid, from exhaustless and inexhaustible nature. 

The diflference between the Last Lay, &c. and 
Madoc appears, to be that which subsists between 
the Tempest, the Midsummer N^ht's Dream, 
and Cymbeline, and Othello. Only the diorough 
lovers of poetry taste die two first — all taste and 
fed the two second. 

Joan of Arc is a noble epic, but Madoc trans- 
cends it greatly, and all its interests are British. 
Madoc has m<H« for the understanding and the 
heart than any composition without the pale of 
Shakespeare and Richardson. Its heroes are not 
indebted to impossible feats and hyperbolic ex- 



aggeratbn for die grandeur of their characters. 
This poem was bom for the full refutation t>f die 
Bishop of Worcester's dogmas concerning tfie 
indispensability of supernatural machinery to epic 
excellence. 

We are all much amused by die ridiculous 
misquotation in the Gentleman's Magazine in its 
review of your Dante^ where they make you con- 
fess that the poet you have translated^ b, instead 
of one of the most obscure, one of the most 06- 
scene writers ; while the literati will instantly per- 
ceive the mistake, it is likely to procure the cir- 
culation of your work amongst a certain and nu- 
merous class of beings, those gross voluptuaries, 
to whom chaste poesy is a dead letter. 

O ! we have had such an uphill business in 
toiling through two volumes and a half of Todd's 
Spencer, virith its voluminous annotations. I 
never liked that poet, but now, by intimacy, like 
him vrorse than ever. To me there is little ge- 
nius in the fsbrication of such hobgoblin tales. 
I am wholly at a loss to guess what has procured 
for Spencer the high place he holds amongst our 
classics. 

I once thought that there was a prejudice 
against Spencer in my mind, and that not having 
endured to do more than dip mto his poems, too 
little of him was knovm to me to judge him fair- 
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}j ; but now am I self-aoqiiitted for soomk^ to 
turn from the statues of ApoUo and Antmoua to 
pore over the blocks of a barber^s shop^ witfa a 
few primroses, violets, and cowslips stuck abool 
their bald pates. So here is a three-months blister 
upon my patience, and a four-guineas cbUg^Am 
upon m J gratitude! 

Y«u, dear Caiy are, I think, an admirer of 
Spencer, and will deaoi this epistle heretical. 
Adieu! 



LETTER XLI. 

Miss Ponsonby. 

Lic^ld, Oct. 31, 1805. 

Nothing, my dear Madam, is so common as 
hypocrisy and treachery where property is con- 
cerned ; but a greater excess of them never pour- 
ed their dark currents from the vulgar heart, than 
in those circumstances which your last letter nar- 
rates* 

Thus ever be extortionate villany baffled— add 
long unclouded be the peace which succeeds to 
that attempted injury ! I cannot express how 
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much I am obliged diat you took the Jdad trouble 
of retracing the road of peril, which had so near- 
ly eiq;ulfed a scene, whose beauties rise perpetual^ 
ly in raiy sleepii^ and wakii^ dreams. 

How sorry am I to condole with you on the 
commenced accomplishment of my assured pro* 
phecy concerning the fate of this new coalition 
against France ! I was deeply aMrare of the de* 
Ipsive nature of those hopes by which it was sti- 
iiiiulated. I felt assured that the inferior Ger- 
manic powers would take the stronger side ; that 
Buonaparte was too great a general to wait the 
junction of the Russian and Austrian armies, ere 
he b^an his attack upon the latter ; but that in- 
solence, by which the emperor of Gem^any for- 
ced Bavaria to unite with the French, exceeded 
even those fears for hb coounon-sense, which his 
rash acceptance of Englidi subsidies had excited. 
Surely he had received sufficient proofs of their 
impotence to render him victorious! Equally 
outstripping my fears, proves the triumphant wel- 
come which the son-in-law of our king gave to 
Napoleon, added to the 8000 soldiers by which 
he augments the overwhelming armies of that 
emperor. I was convinced that Prussia would not 
desert him, because it is not her interest to do so. 
She looks to him for a^randizemen^ springing 



4M LvrrsK su« 

out of dM Miit^har oU«iid BiMnl fi^a^-the 
ettfieror df Otmumy* 

at least widi dtt maiflmil peofle, kw Imdf 
kined, WM, thit Fntoee, difgaiied widi her il- 
Ittioiy hopM of fibertif «id €^pia%, wmid idw 
loit her prcmipt obedkiioe and dnriag exertioii^ 
now diai the trampet of wtr aoimdi beneaib die 
iiAperttl baimi^. . Ab! why was k not ttore rn- 
ttomdly fetty that the ptfde of extended caii^ire 
woidd amply snpply the place of fopnMicnn wh 
doury as an hieitenieot to follow mdutppanAar 
everywhere trionfphant leader ! 

Peeee will soon be restored to the Co tin ent y 
by the ntter defeat <tf the present coalition ; hot 
if no repeated experience can convince this coiin^ 
try of di^ final misdnefs of her bdl^erent prin* 
ciples, they will soon bring on the loss of Ire- 
landy and the rapMly sncceeding downfal of Bri- 
tish independence. 

The stiimdant idea/Srbieh ministers have exd^ 
ed ateongst the people, diat Buonaparte is bent 
upon the destrnctic^ of England, appears to me a 
dangerous ttlusion. Oar rulers, probidbly, faiow 
it to b6 such ; and if their dread is sincere, I am 
afraid it will prdve anodier kistance of die trotfi 
of the adage which say8> '^ Fear is a bad eoaa- 
seUor," 
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I feel disured that the French emperor is only 
bent upon obtaining a share in the commerce of 
the East add West Indies ; and that we ought to 
Adfil the treaty of Amiens, by resigning our ex- 
tlusite pretensimi to Malta. Concessions in 
tfiose respects i4FOuld, I am convinced, satisfy 
him ; and better, surely, that we should share with 
France our colonial possessions, than that we be- 
come a vassal to diat empire. I see no alterna- 
tive, I can hear none suggested, even by the loud- 
est clamourers for continued war. The day- 
spring of security will never break upon us through 
die sanguinary cloud» raised by the breath of mi- 
nisterial infatuation. 

Oct Si. 

So far of my letter was written five days ago ; 
my tyrannous disease has not, in the interim, al- 
lowed me to employ my pen, and it will, I fear, 
oblige me to lay it down, after a few minutes ex- 
ercise, add more days may elapse ere I can finish 
this epistle. 

And now our newspapers assert, that there has 
been great exaggeration in the French account of 
their victory over the Austrians. They speak also 
with absolute confidence cpnceraing the long un- 
likely junction of Prussia with the enemies of 
France. If that confidence should not prove de- 
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hmref it will Mirpriie me modi. Efeo m durt 
case^ m J wishes will greaUy piefail over mj 
hopes, for a diffeient issue of this to tfai^ o£ tbe 
former coalitioii ; and the dnun upon our natioo- 
al wealth, now more lavish than ever, the nkerf 
which accumulated taxes must bring to all the 
merely competent part of this pec^le, the flood- 
gates of deadi and anguish lifted up, without any 
prospect of being once more put down,— -altoge- 
ther produce a sum of evil, in Ma bottmnless 
contest, far greater than was likely to have result- 
ed from the treaty of Amiens. 

1 am now listenmg, for the first time, to Lord 
Orford's briUiant and interesting letters. Till 
now they never fell in my way, and I was too in- 
dignant of his cruel neglect of Chatterton sedu- 
lously to seek them. With all their infinity of 
wit and spirit ; with all their polished ease and 
gay fasjtidiousness, I perceive in the mind of thdr 
writer, a native want of attention to works of 
poetic fancy. This defect of temperament co- 
operating with many testimonies of a warm and 
kind heart towards his friends, soften my censure 
of that unfeeling neglect which blasted, in its mora- 
iogj ft genius pre-eminent, so that I almost consider 
it as an involuntary fault. To be sure I have, from 
my youth up till now, thought it impossible that a 
man of Horace Walpole's abilities could see with'^ 
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out perceiving the magnitude of thatgenius^ which 
planned the deception respecting poetic antiquity. 
Alas! blind to the sublimity of the poems, he saw 
only the deception. His mind could but dart 
with the swallow over poetic regions, not soar 
with the eagle, or trace him in hb sun-track. 

This is right strange ; so sti*ange, one scarcely 
knows how to conceive a distinction thus total 
between the species of invention which belongs to 
first-rate wit, and that which constitutes imagina- 
tive genius. In Gray's letters we see those dif- 
ferent powers combined, but imagination is the 
master-tint in them. Its orient hues have no ex- 
istence amid Horace Walpole's sparkling cor- 
uscations. Henc^ he set little value, — he looked 
not at them in others. Yet, be it confessed, that 
I am judging of him, in this respect, by a sample ; 
for I have proceeded scarcely a quarter through 
these epistolary disclosures of his inmost heart ; 
its virtues, its frailties, its taste, and its apathies. 

It is shocking to send you such an unsightly 
scroll ; but if you were to see how strangely I am 
obliged to place my paper, suspended on the left 
elbow of an high arm-chair, in which I may lean 
back and have my head supported ! If I stoop 
my head ip the least degree forward, dreadful diz- 
ziness instantly ensues. 



• J 
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And DOW our newsptpeiB cease to aasort die 
Austrian defeat immomentous, or the co-*opa»- 
tion of Prussia certab. O! the neveiwendflig 
quicksands on which Mr Pitt places the con- 
fidence of the nation! Its unwearied credolitf 
proves the possibility of a ifrfiole people hecoma^ 
insane, as well as an individual. Once ! and all 
Europe was as one madman, when it tlKHi^t it a 
sacred duty to assnt the Alm^ty in baniahiiig 
the Turks from Palestine. 

Adieu, dearest Madam ! Your beloved Lady 
Eleanor will accept my aflfectionate devcws ! 



LETTER XUL 

Rev. R. Fellowes. 

Lichfield, Nov. 97, 1805. 

It has pained me that I could not sooner diank 
you for your Treatise on Death, — ^a theme of the 
utmost and solemnest interest. 

This little volume has the luminous ability of 
your former compositions ; but you will be vili- 
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fied by the hierarchy, and by a vast majority of 
your readers, for disavowing belief in the sup- 
posed eternity of hell torments ; and by that dis- 
avowal, asserting the justice of your Creator. 
The genera) zeal with which eternal punishment 
for die wicked is maintained, by those who call 
themselves Christians, is too deeply rooted in 
human malignance to be disrooted by the powers 
of reason, or the principles of justice. Good 
God !— as if it were not sufficiently deterring from 
the practice of vice, that every unrepented sin 
will be punished to the full measure of those 
miseries of which it has been the cause to others, 
whether by the mischiefs of ill example, or by the 
deprivation of comfort ! If, as is reconcilable to 
the divine attribute of justice, that should be the 
nature of expiatory suffering for the wicked, to 
what dreadful length of woes, in the state of final 
retribution, have the rulers of the eardi to look 
forward, who, either through national pride, na- 
tional jealousy, or die vague and coward appre- 
hension of remote and uncertain evils, have set 
nation against nation, and sacrificed millions of 
lives in the fields of murder, and inflicted all that 
mighty mass of anguish descending upon the re- 
latives of the victims i 
I have seldom felt the sensation of dissent in 
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pernting die treatise before me; bat I cannot 
think the observation, commencing widi llie last 
line of the dghth page, exactly, at least not nnraria- 
bly true. I cannot suppose that, where heaifb 
and competaice are possessed, together witli a 
taste for die various dianns of nature, and of die 
fine arts ; where the undersandii^ is capable of 
distilling the sweets of the philosophic, htstcnic, 
and poetic springs ; where envy is not ; and where 
' human kindness is, that satiety can steal upon the 
soul, though, through the lacerations of its afiec- 
tioDS, angdBh may. 

After the meridian of his life had long been 
passed, my fother often said, that he had never ex- 
perienced ennui, or more than a few hours priva- 
tion of actual and conscious happiness. From 
my own knowledge of his character, habits, and 
manners, I am sure the attestation was sincere. 
So can I attest for myself, on the subject of satie- 
ty- ^ 

Nothing but ill health, poverty, or the deadi of 

those I loved, could have induced me to think this 
world much less than Edenic ; and infelicity from 
those sources is not satiety. If I have been 
wearied by the ostentatious vanities of life, re- 
treating from them, my mind returned, with in- 
creased elasticity and revived delight, to the ra- 
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tional pleasures. I do not think^ and I am sure I 
never felt, that they contained the seeds of lassi- 
tude or disgust. 

Most entirely, however, do I agree with you, 
Aat iqdividual immortality, diough crowned with 
exhaustless wealth, and undecaying youth, would, 
amidst the general system of gradual decrepitude 
and deadi, prove a source of anguish more bitter 
than man, in his present limited state of exist- 
ence, can know. Godwin's admirable novel, St 
Leon, is a convincing illustration of this your para- 
graph on the ninth page. 

Your remark * on the consequence of immor- 
tality, or even much extended life, being allotted 
to the whole human race is just ; but does it not 
militate against the doctrine, that mortality was 
not die original destiny of mankind, but die pun- 
ishment of sin i 

* Mr Fellowes observes, ^ that if tbe snpposed increased 
durability of life were the common privilege of all men, it is 
evident that the earth most soon teem with an accnmnlated 
popolation ; and that either the young most be destroyed to 
leave room for the old, or the old to leave room for the 
young." It is equally evident that, if mankmd had not been 
bom to die, a sphere of a thousand times the extent of the 
earth, conld not have contained all who have been bom since 
Adam*s tune. How much less, then, conld the little Garden 
ofEden!— iSL 
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Sttblimdy does your third part opeo, and k 
contains an able and most sati^nctory commeB- 
taiy on the text, — *^ In my Fadier^s house are 
many mansions ;'' — and admirably do you deaKm- 
strate, that from such inequalify in the degree of 
heavenly bliss, according to the degree of earthly 
virtue, no envy, no embitterhig sensation, ou the 
part of the inferiorly portioned, is likely to flow. 

Your suggestion on the 104th page^ respecting 
premature death, diat it may be in mercy dealt to 
prevent the accumulation of crimes, seems to me 
not oitirely reconcilable to God's justice ; for, if 
it be the tender mercy of foreknowledge, v?hy is 
it partially extended f— -why are any permitted to 
live, who, it is knovm, will abuse the gift of life 
to dieir own misery,' and that of odiers i Agai% 
when, in die same paragraph, you observe, that 
the period of probation to the viricked is often ex- 
tended till every hope of their reformation is ex- 
tinguished, how do you reconcile such hope in 
the breast of die Deity, with his foreknowle(%e f 
No beii^, human or divine, can hope for that 
which diey know wiU never come to pass. 

Religious disquisition has no brighter gem of 
eloquence than the paragraph which bq;ins on the 
1 27 th page, on to its close. Like exquisite music, 
sweetest is it in its close. Nor^ does the lovely 
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for^ound of die picture exclude the possibility 
of seeing, in perspective, my heart-dear prospect 
of the sometime resurrection of the body. 

I long to peruse your poetic effusions, but I 
shall never be able to investigate the two large 
octavos which you announce for publication. 
Reading to myself brings on dizziness in a few mi- 
nutes. My friendly readers are all young, and long 
religious tracts weary them. I have an invincible 
repugnance to purchasing gratification for myself 
at the price of another's punishment. 

Even for myself, I seem to have already per- 
used, in your former works, all that was sufficient 
to fix my fiiith, and guide my practice. 

Oh^ Sir, have you not lamented the madness 
and cruelty of the new coalition i It is termmat* 
ii^, as it waa always to be foreseen it would ter* 
minate; while to repair its mischiefs, our fleet 
has agun triumphed, and the gallant Nelson bled 
and died in vain. Adieu. 
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LETTER XLnL 



To 



Lichfiild, Jan. 27, 1806. 



Arlagt 



** The extnmiguit md erring spirit faidi Ued 
To his dark confine," 

covered with the lavbhed blood of daughtered 
millions, and aiiswerable for the anguiBh of mil- 
lions surviving to mouni the dain*. 

Dr Parr, the wise and ehiqtitety called upcm 
me after we had dined, on Tuesday last, staid aa 
hour, and afterwards joined, our party at Mr 
Muckleston's for the remainder of die evening. 
He was accompanied by his intelligent fellow- 
traveller, Mr Green. Dr Parr's articulation, al- 
ways thick and hurried, is now, by die loss of his 
teeth, become almost wholly unintelligible to my 
time-dulled ear. The intense attention with which 

* AUnding to the death of Mr FHt 
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I bent my head to listen lyhile he talked, and the 
fiutnes of his pipe of tobacco, proved so injurious 
to my disorder, that die next day I had three 
slight paroxysiQs of my alarming dizziness ; just 
such as you saw brought on at your house, when 

Miss 'b tide of loquacity about nothing, de* 

luged our quadrille table. 

Our friend, the Doctor, has a habit of striking 
his clenched hand on the table while he declaims, 
which cbntributes to drown his confluent utter- 
ance. He talks of coming to me on his return 
from Manchester. Ah ! if I was in health, what 
pleasure should I have in receiving him !— but in 
my present state of malady, should he stay many 
days, I shall be the martyr of my anxiety to hear 
him, and of an atmosphere so injurious to my 
perilous disorder. Indeed^ dear friend, I am in a 
state to which the utmost quiet is necessary, and 
I am now tiying to repair the mischiefs of that 
evening by a large blister on my head ; that eveur 
ing, in which I sat like Tantalus in the river, try- 
ii^ to catch the stream of oratory which perpetu- 
ally eluded my efforts. 

By what I could imperfectly gather in his first 
caU, Dr Parr thinks that die ever most improba- 
ble success of the late baffled coalition, if by 
miracle it had succeeded, would have been even- 
tually more unfortunate to Europe than its failure 
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wUI proTe ; and thai, from the power it would 
haTe giTen Russia to acGorapltth the ambitioiis- 
phuis of its late politic and mthless Cadieriiie, 
the subjugation of the Tnrkidi empire, and, omi- 
sequently, that of Poland, Hungary, Prussia, and 
Germany, with the command of die Black Sea, 
and of the commerce which such command would 
invoWe; that these achievements, foUowmg in 
train, must have poured such hordes of militaiy 
and savage barbarians over Ae civilized parts of 
die Continent, as would again have spread upon 
it the night of the Gothic mantle, bringiiig back 
the ravages of Alaric and Zen^, and all that de* 
struction of letters and tl^ arts, which would 
characterize a second Vandalism. 

Your letter has symptoms of a speedy r^nm 
home ; but I know not how to trust them, re- 
membering how your Lady loves to linger be- 
neath her native bowers^ even when, as now th^ 
are, cold and leafless, so long as glowii^ heardis^ 
and the attractions of consanguinity deride dieor 
desdation ; remembering also your heart's prone- 
ness to oblige her. 
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LETTER XLIV* 

Miss Fern. 

Lichfield^ Feb. 7, 1806. 

After a seven weeks stay with me^ Mrs Mar- 
tin and her daughters are preparing to quit my 
roof for Mr Hinckley's, and I trust you will 
hasten to resume your friendly influence over my 
many wants, and few solitary hours. My health 
and my heart have need of you. We will often 
resume Lord Orford's letters, and bask in the 
sunshine of their spirit. 

Often have I seen strange contrarieties in the 
human soul ; never any which surprised me more 
than in that of our sometime Horace Walpole. 
His delightful letters have not only amused me 
infinitely^ but filled me with contrition for the 
long injustice which I had done to his heart, in- 
stigated by my indignation over his conduct to 
poor Chatterton, which excited so much general 
reprobation, and which certainly deprived the 
world of his glorious talents. 

« 

I am now convinced that Lord Orford was no 
more answerable for that disastrous event, than is 



246 LETTBR YLIT. 

the man who, by a nmdom md inconsiderate 
shot, deprives an illustrious stnmger of life ; aod 
for the following reason : I/>rd Orford was an 
extraordinary instance of die posdbilitj of pos- 
sessing the most brilliant wit and genuine hamoiir, 
extensive knowledge of histoiy, and of the belles- 
lettres, with a certain d^ree of poetic genius, 
elegant though not eminent ; all this without die 
least perception of die padietic, cur the sdblime 
excellePicies, ^ther in prose or verse. 

This strange limitation of talents so consider- 
able, dus scarcely conc^vable defect in the or- 
ganization of his sensibilities, this miiraculous se- 
paration of warmth of heart, of cordial sympa- 
thizing friendship, from any sympathy with ima- 
ginary sorrows, however consonant to trudi, na- 
ture, and real life ! Ah { what a phenomenon in 
character do they present. 

At first view, it may seem scarcdy less strange 
when I declare, that these contradictions, these 
defects in the feelings; this abortion in the ta- 
lents of Lord Orford, unfolding themselves in his 
episdes, have taught me to love and delight in Ae 
man whom I had so long detested for his appar- 
ently unfeeling conduct towards the ill-starred 
Chatterton; convinced as I was, th^t it must 
have proceeded from cold pride and induration of 
heart. 
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On inspecting the recesses of his bosom, dis« 
dosed in these fascinating letters, I find that I 
might as justly ha ire condemned a blind man for 
not distinguishing colours, as the sometime Horace 
Walpole for not perceiving that the manifest de- 
ception, ofiered to his consideration, as poetic re* 
licts of antiquity, was replete with the noblest ef- 
fusions of a creative and sublime genius that ever 
glowed in the fancy of opening youth ; that, com- 
pared with Milton's compositions at the same 
early age, their immense transceudancy is appar- 
ent, and that Chatterton stood upparallel^d, not 
only by him, but by any child of sixteen tbat was 
ever born for the glory of human intellect; that, 
with every cultivation which, learning couid be- 
stow^ no rose of the Pierian garden ever equalled 
this amaranth of the desert. 

Alas ! it was not for the man, whose strangely 
tempered perceptions could feel none of the va- 
ried and matchless excellencies of the Clarissa and 
Grandison; and who could despise the most 
splendid metaphysic poem in any language (Aken- 
side's Pleasures of Imagination) to discern the 
grandeur of Chatterton's muse. Her assumed 
antiquity was an evident, though most pardonable 
fraud. Lord Orford was disgusted by the fraud, 
while^ to his narrow ideas of poetic excelleuQej^ 
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the result appeared to be modem fiittiali in tlie 
robe of ancientry. 

As to the admiration, frequently expressed m - 
these letters, of Homer and Virgil, Pindar, Shake- 
speare, and Milton, that was the poetic religioB 
of his Lordship's classic edocatimi. If Homer, Vir- 
gil, Pindar, Milton, and the tragic parts of Sba]»- 
speare's plays, had been first introduced to liim in- 
ripened life, and as recent compositions, I dare 
be sure they would have ajqpeared heavy, tire- 
some, and bombastic. But for his early personal 
affection for Gray, so had he deemed of Us in- 
spirations. As it was, cold and scanty is die' 
praise allotted to him in the letters of thb cde- 
brated commoner, and at length peer of the 
realm. 

Though Akenside stands not an equal height 
with those preeminent bards, yet is his place of 
great elevation ; and he who wa^ not aware that 
it was elevated, was not likely to discern the ra- 
diance of the new Georgium Sidus in the poetic 
hemisphere. 

Then Richardson, whose prose has all the 
paintmg, the imagery, the dramatic spirit, and the 
pathetic powers of the best poetry; what bat 
pity remains for an ingenious man, who has pro- 
nounced the grand works of such a writer vapid 
and dull ! 
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If I was shewn compositions which I diought 
turgid as well as deceptive, and beUeved them the 
fabrication of an hack writer, I should advise him, 
as Lord Orford did, to renounce the muses and 
jmind his engrossing. Wonder, therefore, at de- 
fective taste, rather than condemnation for sup- 
posed cruelty, is all we have a right to feel on 
that unhappy theme. 

Of unworthy pride, which I had imputed to 
L«ord Ow as adjunct to hardness of heart, his 
letters also acquit him. The solicitous attention 
and time which he bestowed upon that incorri* 
gibly imprudent and unstable draughtsman, Bent- 
ley, is acquittance positive on that head. So also 
liis indulgent and constant friendship for Mrs 
Clive, of comic memory, even after he became 
conscious that she drank, and could be provoked 
to swear like a trooper. Thus this brilliant* mor- 
tal, whom I thought so haughty and heartless, 
comes out, as to benevolence, pure gold from this 
epistolary ordeal, and I cordially remit to his 
affections the gross defects of his taste. 

Thus, during a little gleam of exemptive healthy 
I have been induced to throw on paper, for your 
consideration, some of those reflections which my 
ever busy mind has recently revolved. If I could 
think less frequently, or more superficially, it 
would probably be better for my impaired con- 
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stitution. Id youth, the energetic emplojrment of 
the intellectual faculties strei^thent and impny^es 
them, iivithout injuring the bodily ones ; • but 
mental, as well as corporal repose, is the neces* 
sary cradle of advanced life. My disorder pro- 
duces much actual drowsmess ; that is in itadf 
disorder. When I am awake, I cannot persuade 
my spirit to feed on the opiate themes of Gom- 
mon-life occurrences. Adieu! We shall sochi, 
I trust, converse instead *of corresponding, which 
is a much less pressuce upon the fibres of die 
brain ; it is then that we skirmidi awi^ with di^ 
rising ideas, evoi on abstract ^bjects^ without in- 
tense investigation. ' 
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Miss Catherine Mallet of BrianscHi Street, 

London. 

Jprti 14, 1806. 

You wrote to me, dear friend, in the last vernal 
vrinter, and I answer you in a grey and iron 
spring. Prophetic were your fears for the then 
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alumberiog tyrant of the year ; he has indeed 
aif^akened to rigour and usurpation^ 



» And in this month of diowerSy 
Of daik bfpwp gardens, and of peeping floweis, 
Make9 deyils* ^ell^ with worse t3^ wintry song. 



n 



You ask me what I say to the despotic and ar- 
bitrary kingmaker^ and his insolent assumptions t 
This I say, that it appears to me^ and t» most of 
my friends^ whose opinions are the result of un- 
biassed reflection^ that he has been more assisted 
and goaded. on to the attainment of empire^ so 
nearly uni^rsal, by the impotent rage and impro- 
bable schemes of our late ministry^ than even by 
his own grasping and* indefatigable ambition. 
Britain would not suffer him to repose upon his 
laurels ; she could not allow Russia^ and Austria, 
and the German princes, to let him rest, though 
repeated experience had shewn her, that to rouse 
him again to a new struggle on the continent, was 
but to lead him to fresh victories, and more ex* 
tended dominion. 

Buonaparte sought not the last contest ; he did 
but resist the assailants of his former acquisitions, 
and they and their instigators must take the fatal 
consequence. Unless he ceased at once to be the 
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great general and able pcrfitician, that conseqaenoe 
was certain. 

After having combated and subdued die foes 
of that country which had chosen him to be it» 
ruler, he became master of their territories, and 
controller of their power. Where is the mo- 
narch who, having acquired diem by conquest, 
would not have retained them? Let Russia, 
Austria, and Prussia, who parcelled out Poland 
and massacred her inhabitants in cold blood, an- 
swer that question. Let Britain, whom Cow- 
per, in his Task, thus solemnly interrogates, 

" Is India firee, and does she wear ber plom'd 
And jewd'd torban with the saifle ofpeaee? 
Or do we grind ber still P* 

Yes, let her who endeavoured to enslave her 
colonies, who, when France chose to chaise ber 
form of government, and to follow the example 
of England in beheading her monarch, hurled 
the torch of discord over Europe, when At 
might have extended the olive branch, let her al-. 
so answer the appeal to her consciousness. They 
must be strangely ignorant of human nature who 
do not know diat there are a thousand would-be 
Caesars for one Cincinnatii8,<-*for one Washington. 



( 
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You ask me *^ vbat Lord Orfbrd, who was so 
tired of sterling kings and princes, would have 
said to these new-plated kings and queens P''^* 
The reply is obvious, that he would have laugh- 
ed at, and ridiculed those whose absurd plans 
enabled Buonaparte, like the rulers of ancient 
Rome, to make and unmake kings at his pleasure. 
!Lord Orford cast too observant and equal an eye 
upon the human race not to know that almost 
every man whom the folly of others has invested 
with a degree of power fotal to the subjugated, 
will retain that power, and use it at his pleasure. 

Alas ! my friend^ why is there so much errone- 
ous judgment amongst even wise and good 
people 7 — Why ? but because we so seldom put 
ourselves in the place of those whose conduct we 
arraign ; because we have one rule for our ene- 
mies, another for ourselves. 

Some good might possibly arise from endea- 
vouring to conciliate a victorious foe ; but it is 
evident that nothing but mischief can result from 
abusing him. It is more magnanimous as well as 
more politic, to govern ourselves by the axiom of 
one of the philosophers. '^ So conduct yourself 
towards your enemy, as that he may one day be- 
come your friend." As to Mr Pitt, there is a 
short, simple, and mfallible test of the virtue or 
vice of his administration. Lord Bacon has given 
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it when be sajs^ '^ A muntter whohas long posses- 
ied Idbsolote power nuut be pronounced good or 
bad by a comparison of the state and sitoatioD of 
Ae country friien be came to die belm, and ythea 
he left it." 

We made peace with Amoica in 1783. Hie 
unjust and foolish ivarfare^ whose injustice and 
whose folly Mr Pitt had so eloquently anadiema- 
tized in the senate, had left us with a vast and 
startling debt ; but ^e bad no dread of any rival 
power. Secure on the lap of restoring peac^ 
and with our alliance courted by all the sunronnd- 
ing nations, Mr Pitt found us when we rested 
ourselves to his protection ; and vrith our revived 
commerce, flourishii^ more and more beneath 
the shade of the olive. Perceiving, as he mus^ 
the blessings diat peace was regaintag for us, he 
early panted to exchange diem for the curses of 
war^ in a quarrel with Spain about abarren and 
useless territory. He was happily unsuccessful 
in that sanguinary attempt. Would to God he 
had been so also in the second ! — ^After obstinate- 
ly persevering in unsuccessful warfeure thr<H]gb 
fourteen years, he dies, and leaves us vrith die 
naitional debt trebled, every port in Europe shut 
against us, our internal trade perishing by bank* 
ruptciei, owing to ^t arrested intercourse, and 
the consequent impossibility of being paid by 



LETTER X LV. £55 

tliose JSuropean cities to which our merchants 
had sent their goods ; our taxes more than trebled ; 
our shores menaced with invasion ; our opportuni- 
ties of making a safe peace all gone by!-— and 
how stands Mr Pitt's administration the test of 
the philosopher f The tree is known by its fruits. 
Strange that any one should mistake the apples of 
the manchineal for the bread tree! 

He has' died too late. The wisSr part of the 
present ministry are in the situation of skilful 
physicians^ called to a patient whose disease has 
been rendered mortal by a desperate empiric. 

Remember me to Mr Mallet, and to all who 
form his domestic circle. You are now the se- 
rene sun of that little sphere. Ah ! shall I ever 
s^ain bask in its rays ? I wish to Heaven you 
iNTOuld say yes to that apprehensive question, and 
soon make my house your diurnally rising «and 
setting horizon. 

Health, and the ring of Fortunatus, would en- 
sure to me the pleasure of frequent conversations 
with you, but as I possess neither, my sole re- 
source is this cold, white vehicle, for the convey- 
ance of our mutual sentiments. Adieu ! 
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UETTER XLVI. 

Rbv. Robert Fellowes. 

lAcJ^ld, May 31, ISOffl 

Thank you, dear Sir, for your oUigii^ letto, 
and for the candid manner in which you receive Ae 
requested criticisms on your poetic Tolume. Far 
be from me all pretence to infaltibiHty conc^n- 
ing what I may believe essential to the power and 
el^ance of the Parnassian science ; and surdj 
you and I would not, on further examinatioii, be 
found to differ so widely as you seem to appose 
we do. Your dislike to a pompous diction, 
where the ideas are not proportionally elevated, 
cannot be stronger than mine. You add the 
word artificial to pompous. If by lliat word yoa 
mean finically laboured, I agree with you ; but if 
you apply it in its literal sense, viz. a diction care- 
fully polished by attention to elegance and har* 
mony,-^if that is to be condemned, the learned 
have been in a long error respectii^ the blank- 
verse of Milton, and the rhyme of Pope, Prior, 
Gray, and Mason. Those authors brought all 

11 
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die skill and all the labour of art to the aid of ge* 
niiisy and the result was perfection^ 

The style of M adoc is plainer, and uses words 
and phrases not conversational, but somewhat 
.vulgar as well as obsolete; such as quoth he, be- 
like, beatUifullest, worser, &c. My literary friends 
objected to them vehemently. 

At first they displeased me much, but the style 
is, in most other respects, so melodious, has so 
much nervous and dignified simplicity, always 
rising . into magnificence where the elevation of 
the ideas demands it ; — the interests of the story 
do so seize and impress the feeling heart; the 
characters are drawn with so much strength abd 
subtle discrimination ; the imagery is so bold and 
impressive ; the landscapes so vivid, original, and 
true to nature, that the old-fashioned inelegance 
of some of the phraseology soon ceased to dis- 
gust me. Nay, I know not whedier, like a few 
freckles on a iair and lovely face, I do not think 
it heightens the general charm of the diction ; but 
neither quoth he's, belikes, nor freckles, are in 
themselves desirable things. 

Your letter excited a most agreeable expecta- 
tion, not as yet fulfilled, a visit from the author 
of that immortal work. I should see and hear 
him with the same sort of feelings with which 
Chaucer met and converged with Petrarch; or, 

VOL, TI. - R 
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in a juiter conqMrifOii between njielf »m1 s^ck a 
gaest, with sensations stmikr to those whidi Mil* 
ton allots to Acbun in Us confanoice with tbe 
angel Raphael. 

Mr Wonbworth has imdoabtedly g^uusy and 
claiming passages are to be found in his ^Ferae ; 
but on the whole^ it is not firstrate ; often mean- 
ly familiar, and almost as often tivgid and ob- 
icure ; therefore I cannot think his judgmoit and 
decisions diould be implicitlj recdved. He k 
tight in observii^, that the use of common life 
simple language m yerse, is frefnendy a beauty, 
bat not right in extending that use to ril modes of 
phraseolc^ within the limits of the imsMNles^ 
Ae disgusting, and the jungrammatic. A Aon* 
sand instances might be brought where neither de- 
cency or grammar are violated, and yet where a 
low and ludicrous effect is produced in verse hy 
habits of expression which even poUte conversa- 
tion might not reftue to tolerate; such lines as 
the following in a funeral el^y on the death of 
a young nobleman. 

^ Heaven would no longer tmst its pledge, bot tfaot 
ReealTd it, ncpt its Ganymede fhmi ns. 
Was there no inilder wi^ Uwn the smdIjMix, 
Tke veiy essence ctf Fandoia^s hnoi^ 

These lines are not less ridiculous and contemptible 
for being Diyden's-^r these 
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^ The dlsHnit beard by ftme her {mnu deeds*, 
And laid her np for their extremest needs. 
Sore she had guests sometimes to enterttun ; 
€rne8t8 in disgaise, of her great master's train ; 
Her lord himself might come, for oi^ht we know, 
Since in a servant's fonn he liv'd below." 

Amidst all the prevailing excellence of Dryden's 
verse, the mischiefs of mean diction are lavishly 
apparent ; and in Shakespeare sometimes — Ham- 
let to his father's ghost ; 

** Art thon there, true penny ? 

Well said old mole, canst work i' th* ground sofast" 

And again : 

** Nighf s candles are bnmt oat, and joeund day 
Stands tip-toe on the misty mountain's top." 

In the last instance how vile a prologue are the 
candles to one of the finest images that poetry 
has produced: 

^ Nor Heaven peep thro* the blanket of the dark 
To cry hold, hold, hold I 

Mr Hayle/s once inventive^ classical, and ele- 
gant muse, \m of late appeared deplorably infect- 

i 

* Sicfyi l^eononu-^. 
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ed by Wordsworth's system toncemii^ fbe pro* 
priety of tisiqg all sort of familiar terms in serious 
verse withio the sphere of his provUp ; 
See the result : 

<« In a quick biOet to VetuMa sent 

He ipoke with kiodneaf of their kind intenty 

Bat begged henceforth their prnses tliey woifd spare. 

Since thinks and praiie are things he c—iot bear.'^ 

And, 

** Oil his alert bencYolence supplied 
Aid thaf his fortune seem'd to have denied. 
Nor yet betray thee to thy hasty sure*"-^ 

And, 

** The old magnifico more doll than pert, 
Engag'd her notice oidy to divert ; 
Since weak and corpnlent, and apt to do2e ; 
Sometimes he slnmber'd in her mosic^s close;** 

and this is the prevailing style of Mr Hajley*s 
Triumphs of Music. Neither the instances from 
that work, from Dryden, nor from Shakespeare, 
contain one word that in itself presents a di^iist- 
ing or even indelicate idea ; none that would dis- 
grace polite conversation ; yet surely Mr Words- 
worth would not deny that their poetic use make 
very contemptible poetiy. What then becomes 
of his dogma i He should have remembered, ere 
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he gave it to tbe worlds that if there is a Doric 
simplicity to be used, there is also a Doric deli- 
cacy to be preserved in every sort of metiical 
composition, excepting the avowedly ludicrous. 

You will remember, that for light and gay 
verse I recommended Prior's style as the safest 
and happiest model ; which I should not have 
done had my taste refused to tolerate the elegant 
use of common-life phraseology. 

Mr Wordsworth's rule is vague, indiscrrminate, 
and dangerous as a guide to the poetic student. 
If the composition be light and trivial, so much the 
more does it require a polished elegance in the 
manner of giving it ; not that high-soundipg lan- 
guage which suits great and serious ideas, but 
the lighter graces. Prejudice and envy betrayed 
Dr Johnson into a great mass of false criticism, 
and defects of vision into utter insensibility to the 
charms of landscape, the enjoyments of rural life, 
and the poetry which they inspired; but when 
neither the defects of his mind or body operated 
to mislead his judgment, it is always to be re- 
verenced, and generally to be trusted. If I am 
not mistaken, his Rambler has an admirable pa- 
per on the subject in question. I will examine. 
— I have found it, and shall transcribe some of 
the sentences which early and indelibly impressed 
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mj yoathfiil memoiy, Aoiq^ I was no^ five 
QDtei MgOf certain from what source I received tfae 
conviction. 

'' Wlien tfae subject has no intrinsic c^gnkj it 
must owe its attractions to artificial embdliflli- 
menty and may catch at all die advanti^es v^iich 
the art of writing can supply. • He Awt, Vke 
Pliny, sends his frigid a portion for his daughter, 
will, without^ Pliiqr's eloquence, find means of se- 
curing gratitude and acceptance ; but he that has 
no present to make but a garland, a ribbon, or 
some petty curiosity, must endeavour to recom- 
mend it by his manner of bestowing the Ir^. 
Trifles always require exuberance of omam^it; 
die building which has no strength can be valued 
only for the grace of its decooation. The pebUe 
must be polished with care which hopes to be 
valued as a diamond, and words ought to be of 
select elegance when they are to supply the place 
of things.^ Vol. V. No. 152. This paper b very 
able throughout. It is, I see, on the construc- 
tion of familiar letters, and opposes the tiite and 
false maxim, that they should invariably preser?e 
what is called an easy conversational manner. 
Johnson more justly maintains, that as no suljecti 
decent and moral, ought to be precluded from 
our familiar letters to our friends, so theif 8tyl6 
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sbouM rise or fall with die nature of that subject ; 
elegantly playful, or seriously eloquent, as suits 
it best. 

You continue to speak of the inflated style of 
modem poetry— and surely with demonstrable in- 
justice, sincei we have no right to take its charac« 
ter from those ephemeral versifiers, which, in 
every age, and every countiy. have proved the in- 
sufficience of their claim to be styled poet^. 
I^^ever, since Shakespeare's tinie to the present 
hour^ did England want a number of metrical 
writers, fully competent to give honour and cre- 
dit to the national poetry ; to preserve from all 
just condemnation its general character. Neither 
has Scotland wanted diem, from the period of 
Allan Ramsay and Thomson. Ireland, with a few 
exceptions, was ever, and still remains, a barren 
soil for the Parnassian fruits. 

It is well for your patience that my silences 
are of involuntary length, since my pen is so un- 
governably excursive. I always intend to confine 
myself to a single half-sheet; but. thought rises 
upon thought, and baffles a resolve, which was 
prudent, respecting my health, provident of my 
own time, and merciful towards yours. So much 
for free agency. Adieu! 
Your sincere a^d obl%ed friend. 
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Mrs Jackson, in Eibdbiiigfa. 

Idcl^leld, June 3, I8O6. 

« I AM most Sony for those cruel circmnstanoes 
in your destiny, which, through so many yesr^ 
suspended our correspondence ; comforted, how- 
ever, that the full flowing affluence* froai whidi 
die misconduct of others, and some too generous 
indiscretions of your own, had cast you, now, 
after severe distresses, rises to a decent compe- 
tence, satisfying your ever moderate wishes as to 
the comforts of life. That you are inddbled to 
filial duty for that blessing, must render it douMy 
sweet ; and doubly have you deserved it by your 
exemplary duty to your own mother. 

I dumk you for. die solicitude you express to 
hear that the perilous disposition to a dizziness, 
which throws every thing into chaps around me, 
is softened. I hope I may say, with truth, that 
its force is abated. Earlier had I told you so, 
but for my request to Mr Scott, the poetic lu- 
minary of your northern region, that he would 
send my long letter of the 25th of last March 
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for your perusal. It was full on the subject of 
my health. Soon I hope to reply to his acknow- 
ledgment of that scroll; in which acknowledg- 
ment he mentions his purpose to call upon you, 
and cultivate your society. 

I please myself with the thought that the pur- 
pose is, ere this time, accomplished. He is an 
admirable creature, as well in his heart as in his , 
genius and various knowledge. If my health was 
not utterly incompetent to so long a journey, I 
should not be able to resist his pressing invitation 
to scenes which, in my estimation, are so highly, 
so dearly classical ; and whose right to be so 
estimated, the charming poetry of himself and 
his satellites has so largely augmented ; but now 
in these beloved precincts, I must, perforce, even 
if it were not by inclination, '' set up my life-en- 
during rest." 

Mr and Mrs Whalley came to me on the 14th 
of last month, on a few days visit. Time has not 
dimmed the radiance of our friend's countenance, 
nor chilled the warmth of his heart; nor yet, 
with all the aid of bitter experience, subdued the 
insane violence of his belligerent politics. He 
brought me your long expected volume *• 

* Oialogues on the Doctrine and Duties of Christianity^ for 
the Instruction of the Young, by Mrs John Jackson, publish- 
ed 1806.— 5. 
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I fi«d them aa iogeoious commentary on the 
Scripturesy^for the uae of jomag peo|de, which, as 
they are in so few instances dialogve, but radier 
reader and commentator, I diould therefore have 
better liked that as their tide. Dialogue has, to 
me^ always in^ylied mutual invest^^pitioii, reason- 
ing and aigumenty doubt and solution. 

Those who know not the author of these book% 
imll be impressed in her Aivonr by the prefiM:e 
and introductioBy while those who do know her, 
will me^ in them the genuii^ ^fiitf ons of her 
talents, and the modesty with which she bears 
them» 

Your volumes quote Sir Isaac Newton and 
Bishop Home^ By jour not noticmg the hostili- 
ty of the latter to the formerf I iq[>prehend that 
you do not know how strenuously it existed* A 
few years back, I met with the Life of Hornet 
Bishop of Norwich, and extracted from, it the 
followmg curious passages, little calculated to in- 
spire respect for bis wisdom. 

'^ He Was persuaded that the systeni of divi* 
nity in the Scriptures is explained ami attested by 
their account of created nature ; that the Mosaic 
cosmogony is true ; that the Bibl^e, in virtue of its 
originality and inspiration, is fitter to explain all 
other books than any book to explain it; that 
literature was hostile to Christianity, and to a 
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light understanding of the Scriptures ; that the 
sciences of metaphysics^ mathematics, and ethics^ 
lead directly to deism. Mr Home was always 
convinced that Sir Isaac Newton and Dr Clarke 
had, by intioducing speculations of their own, 
formed a design to undermine and overthrow the 
theology of the Scriptures, and to bring in the 
Stoical anima mkmdi in the plac^ of the true God ; 
that heathenism was about to rise again in the 
world out of their speculations, apd reputed grand 
discoveries in natural philosophy. 

*^ This suspicion of an evil design in Clarke 
and Sir Isaac Newton, took early possession of the 
Bishop of Norwich*»mind, and was not changed or 
shaken through life. It was further confirmed by 
reports, which he had heard, of the private good 
understanding between them and the sceptics of 
their day, as Collins, Toland, Tindall, &c. 

" Our young divine, taking first a ridiculous 
view of the whole matter, would always consider 
Sir Isaac Newton's system as a dangerous attempt 
upon our established religion, and a palpable ith 
suit upon truth and reason. He drew a parallel 
between the heathen doctrines, in the Somnium 
Scipionis of Cicero, and the Newtonian plan of 
the cosmotheorial system. 

'^ He wrote against it in advanced life, in a 
mild and serious pamphlet, which he called a 
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Fair^ Candid, and impartial State of the Citse be- 
tween Sir Isaac Newton and Mr Hutchinson. 

'' It claims for the latter against the former 
the discovery of the true physiological causes by 
which, under the power of the Creator, the na- 
tural world b moved and directed.'' 

Yon congratulate me in your conviction that 
the now long-enduring malady in my head has in 
no degree impaired my intellects. — ^Perhaps not, 
except diat it has considerabiy affected my me- 
Diory. Names escape me strangely, and all those 
prompt recollections necessary at the whist-table. 
These are trifling privations, only as they threaten 
greater. 

In the course of the last winter and spring 
Miss Fern read to me Loi^d Orford's Posthumous 
Works, and Godwin's Life of Chancer. His 
lordship's letters possess the arch-chymic power, 
for they turn the lead of common-life thanes and 
domestic occurrences to sterling gold. . They are 
a perfect luxury of wit and humour. His remi- 
niscences familiarize us with the interior of the 
court of George the First and Second, and dis- 
play, in full light, the numskullism of both those 
regal personages. 



*' How oft at royalty poor folk must scoff. 
Were distance not the foil whidi sets it off!" 
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Lord Orford lived to laugh and toi make others 
laugh, and his heart was kind and warm, his 
friendship disinterested, fervent, and steady; but 
all the fruits of a great and sublime imagination, 
whether in prose or verse, were tasteless to him. — 
Such are the inconsistencies in human characters. 
How odd it was that he should have written a 
tragedy upon a crime so dark and gigantic as to 
force his own muse into those altitudes, whither 
he never would follow the genius of his contem- 
poraries. ' 

Godwin's biographic work is, in fact, a very 
interesting history of the reign of our third Ed- 
ward, his grandson, and of the life of the noble 
John of Gaunt, to whose memory our historians 
have, in comparison with Godwin, done so little 
justice. On their pages the heroes, great men, 
and distinguished wdmen of that period, pass be- 
fore our eyes like figures in a magic lantern; 
Godwin places us amongst them, and we feel as 
if they had been our familiar acquaintance. 

He enables us to sail on a full tide of political 
events, atid of the customs and manners, arts and 
sciences, of an epoch emerging from barbarian 
darkness; but this author is insanely partial to 
the poetic powers of Chaucer, whose compo- 
sitions, allowing for the disadvantage of obsiplete 
language^ have so little good which is not trans- 
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ktion, and 80 much dmt is tedious, ommtand, 
conceited, sond obscuie. Amid scenes and dr- 
cumstances, so much more interesting dmn any 
which appertain to Chaucer, Ae poet popa up 
his nose at mtervals, like a wooden buoy, floabi^, 
sinkii^, and risii^, amoi^t a throng of gadOant 
boats and vessels, on the billows of die ocean. 
Adieu! 
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Rev. T. S. Wfi alley of Bath. 

« 

Lk^td, June 12, 1806. 

You are right, Ashboum Hall has been over- 
praised, nor do I wonder to see you writing 'diat 
you looked in vain in the walks, the canal, and 
amid the plantations, ^r proofs of Sir Brooke 
Boothby's celebrated taste, and for vbual evidence 
of, the many thousands which he is said toha^ 
expended on diat ancestral spot. 

You did not examine the house where I diink 
Sir Brooke displayed more happy contrivance 
and elegant fancy, than in the disposition of the' 
pleasure-grounds. * It has one peculiigr apartment 
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on the ground-floor. It is two rooms laid into 
one, which, as he could not elevate the ceiling, 
had wanted height, if he bad not produced the 
effect of good proportion by a columnar chimney- 
piece in the midctte, whose smoke is taken off by 
horizontal flues. There is a grate on each side, 
and an arch to right and left, through which die 
company pass and repass, without losing sight of 
each other. A conservatory, the whole length of 
this double apartmei^, is divided from it by larg^ 
sash windows, which open and shut at pleasure, 
while, the room is lighted by windows opposite 
to each other, at the two extremities. 

On your next day's exploring 1 trust you were 
less disappointed; yet you probably thoti^bt 
that Ilehamwtoted variety and Dovedale foliage; 
but, I think, there was no disappointment at Mat* 
lock, and I am sure there was none in the genuine 
boast of Gothic architecture afYork. If it pos* 
sessed such a free and lawny area as surrounds 
licbfidd cathedral, and looked into such a lovely 
green vale as it commands, York-Minster might 
indeed say, what even yet she has a right to say, 
*^ I am, and ther^is none beside me ;" diat is in 
the poetic sense, for in the literal one we know 
there are many beside it, smoky and squalid 
mansions, that crowd up to the magnificent struip- 
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tureji and prereot the fair tfiqpfaiy of its antiqae 
gloiy. 

I did not write to yoa at York^ nncertain how 
long you meant to atay there. If your toor 
should not yet be completed, my letter will pa- 
tiendy wait for you at Mendip-Lodge *, whose su- 
perior no tour can show you in the singular graces 
of situation, art, and taste. 

Yon would feel local enthusiasm on tiie lawns 
of Harewood, consecrated and made classical by 
Mason's muse. 

The travellen have been much inquired afier 
by all here who had the pleasure of their society 
on their late visit to this mansion; diort,Ahs! 
as it was welcome. To have once conversed with 
Mr WhaUey, and to be interested for bun, are 
circumstances which follow in course wherever 
sensibility is not an utter desideratum. They 
will all, and none more than the captives, be 
gratified to live in his remembrances. 

All are in statu quo except M. Destrosses, 
whose passport has been obtained by die Russian 
ambassador, to whom he had the good fortune 
to be known ; and, for he expects it every day, 



* Mr Whalley's seat, twdve miles beyond Bristol, on the 
Deronshire road.— & 

11 



^ Hia hosQBi*8 lord sits lightly on i^ ttiroBe." 

1 never witnessed more perfeet happiness. A 
sight rare as it is delightful. He dined with me 
on Sunday, and ate little. I observed it — ^^ Ah, 
Madam, I am too happy to eat ; and sleep no 
more roe. I go to bed, and fisdl asleep one hour ; 
dream see my wife, my children-^wake, find so 
much better than drean^>*-^m so glad camiot 
drowsy.'^ How eloquent to me appeared this 
broken English, in which, from my ignorance of 
French, he was obliged to express himself I 

The joy of this truly good creature is propor- 
tioned to his sorrow, borne with such sweet pa* 
tience through three long years, yet leaving its 
pale characters on his countenance. My other 
French friend^ Captain Gisholme, is a .very dif- 
fei-ent being. Gay, lively, ardent^ yet very inge- 
nuous, he is impatient that hi^ youth should stag- 
nate in long years of captivity ; but the nuptial 
and paternal ties have not pulled at his heart- 
strifes. 

If you are returned home you found beauteous 
Mendip glowing in the gorgeous blaze of a form- 
er-days summer. Quiet, and my spacious and cool 
mansion have prevented its ardor from oppres* 
ring my invalid frame, from which, thank Hea- 
ven, the paroxysms of my disease have been avert* 

VOL. VI. s 
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ed these past several weeks, though I have had 
some threateniiig feelings skice the dawn of yes- 
terday, wh^ I was awakened by a pealing hori- 
zon, and saw, with all my wonted dismay, 

^ TheangiyalmfbofHMHfaii^eniroiBidiiiybecL'* 

You have witnessed the irrational extreme of my 
terror on Aese occasions ; the miserable result of 
early impresnon ; when, in my fifth year, our nur- 
sery-maid was screaming, and in fiuntii^ fits, 
amid a fiery tempest ; and the poets, the familiar 
friends, not only of my youth, but of my very in- 
fancy, increased this extreme apprehension. How 
did the following lines fasten themselves on my 
childhood-memory t 



** Fear no more the lightniiig's flMh, 
Nor the aU-dreaded thunder-ttoiier 



and once when my father was trying to reason me 
out of my fears, 1 said, '^ Why, papa, did Shake- 
speare tell a dead person diat he need not fear 
what was so terrible to -the living, if lightning and 
thunder were not dangerous to any one ?* — My 
imagination was on Shakespeare's side, and where 
that is very strong, it is always too hard for rea- 
son. Providentially Thursday morning's storm 
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did not last more than an hour^ and cooler breezes 
have since attempered the noon-day heats and die 
night's sultriness. 

Have you, since you left me, heard of dear, 
dear Clarissa, formed of every creature's best. 
Her country residence will soon commence, and 
I may perhaps be indulged with a few hours of 
her so prized society. I can say of its delights, 
as of impeded love, 

<* Seldom the joy, and fleeting is its dale. 

Bat that which makes it anzions, maizes it great.* 

I hope you found those monuments of your 
ancestors which you sought in Derbyshire. The 
veneration with which they are surveyed is a 
sweet, a solemn, a sacred feeling. It is amongst 
those, of which Johnson finely says, whatever 
withdraws us from the power of the senses, what- 
ever makes the past, the distant, and the future 
predominate over the present, advances us in ^e 
dignity of thinking beings. Adieu ! 
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Wa].i*bb Scott, Esq. 

lid^idd, Jvme SO, 180& 

What an insumioiuitable bar is a franne im- 
paired by time, and locally fettered by malady, to 
soch longing as yoor oerdial invitaticm excites! 
I should esteem it hq>pmessy of no common 
species, to be the guest of Mr Scott ; to become 
cottscious of his form and accents, whose inu^ 
nation has so often exerted its geode witxdiery 
over my qpirit, and to afaaie with him die ^ fcart 
of reason, and the flow of sotd," in the wide range 
and freedom of colloquial intercourse. 

From my earliest youth, Scotland has beoi to 
me ckssic ground, which I could at no time have 
trodden without the livdiest enthusiasm. You 
have extremely increased all that inspiises it Sa- 
cred to my love and veneration is the Caledonian 
scenery, Lowland and Highland. From Ramsay 
to Walter Scott, the sublime and the tender 
emanations of genius have consecrated die former, 
while, as the poet Gray observed, imagination, in 

all her pomp, resided many craturies ago on the 

5 
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Meak and barren mountains of the Hebrides. If 
then by the harp of Ossian, mow by the lyre of 
Scott, resoundkig to as from ^e brmk of the sul- 
len Moneira. 

Apropos of Ossian ; yon and I have never in- 
terchanged oar sentim^rts on the reidity or pre-» 
tence of that bold poedc source. I shoidd like 
to know your opinion, thoi^h, for myself, I care 
little Mfbedier it be whoDy ancienti <Mr chiefly aa^ 
cient, or if it was in a great measure inspiration in 
ihe mind of the ostensiUe translator. My opi- 
nion halts between the first and last of those con^ 
jectures. Dr Jcrfinson's scornful assertions on 
the subject, haire no we^ht with me ; beliemg, 
as I have ever done, that Ids impatient jealousy of 
a new classic, of such high antiquity, emerging 
from the mists of time, and in the land of his de- 
testation, was the motive of his journey to Soot- 
land ; that he went thither fW the express pur- 
pose of giving weight and credence to 4is v^kt 
in a cause which he had prejudged, long before he 
pretended to examine the evidence. 

One of the s^ongest arguments for the ori- 
ginality of the work, results from a ciroumstance, 
to which he alludes in his brutal letter to Mr 
Macpherson, as a reason for disdaining to con-^ 
sider him as a man of genius : — ^* Since the pub- 
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Ikation of your Homer, you are no loi^^ foraud* 
able,^ or to that effect 

Now Ae weakness of that translation becomes 
the streiq^th of our internal evidence, ifaat its an- 
flior was not responsible for the production of 
some of the noblest poetiy wfaidi has been 'sinoe 
the world began. We also find a powerful sup- 
port of its claim upon early time, in that exemp- 
tion from involuntary adoption of recent phrase- 
ology, from yrhkk no confessedly modern writer 
is free. The very few passages which seem to 
resemble parts of the Old Testament, of Homer, 
and of Virgil, may be fairly imputed to coinci- 
dence. Those few passages excepted, no ap- 
pearance of poetic reading can be found in Os- 
sian. Powerful also, on the side of its ancientry, 
is the utter absence of every allusion to arts and 
sciences, or to agriculture. We scarcely conceive 
the possibility of imposition thus guardii^ itself 
at all these points. 

The opposite scale, however, does not kick the 
beam. The graceful urbanity of the sentiments 
and manners, at a period when England was in a 
state so rude and barbarous ;— -how might duit 
be ? Would no historian have remarked a pre- 
ference so vast and decided on i\m part of Scot- 
land ? and how came she to have degenerated so 
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Hbuch in the dignity of address, and in the graces 
of sensibility, as, from the Border Minstrelsy^ it 
appears she had? How came the Caledonian 
bards of the third or fourth century to have ex- 
alted and refined the petit morals of their heroes^ 
so much more than the druids and bards of Eng- 
land and Wales, had raised and adorned the 
princes and chieftains of their regions i Neither 
the dissertation prefixed to my edition of Ossian's 
poems, published in 1765, nor yet the far more 
eloquent and able critical treatise, at the end of 
the second volume, quite satisfactorily account for 
that great superiority. No ancient druidic song, 
translated from the Cimbric, approaches, in ten- 
derness or elevation of sentiment, or in dignity of 
manners, the poetry of those volumes. 

Excepting Dr Johnson's contumelious and an- 
gry assertions, I have not examined any of the ar- 
guments that seek to prove them forgery. I liked 
not to have my mind disturbed. It was sufficient 
for me that my imagination was raised, my pas- 
sions interested, and my ear gratified even to lux- 
ury, whenever 1 opened those pages of dubious 
origin. 

One circumstance struck me forcibly, when 
first, in my juvenile years, I explored themi and it 
is on the incredulous side of the dispute ; a cir- 
cumstance of which Blair's Dissertation takes no 



dto bftttEm ztv%. 

tlioffe ^ tU oAmr flkMNrti&MMis t%gtom, m m&t 
once niaitioiiedl in tlMne ^olun^ I et puJM i t^ 
find liim hi Ibe aidiil ttvdi of tfRff teiiibk 
grtces. HIb Ww) wxMlld luivt ^(AeaOiSj Mcikil 
mth tfae rottr of then* fltowiliiiii ttaeim», attd mA 
die voice of departed hetoelB, amid die tenpeMK 
OI18 winds. 

Tour gtuciom acceptaiMMs and apjprobitio& of 
my Address to Tweeif add of its melaocboly 
companion, The Grave of Youth, gratifies me 
much. No praise can he more predons to me 
dian yours, or more honourable, since thi^ vrhich 
has pleased you cannot be worthless. 

I thank yott for the portraits of Sputhey and 
Wordsworth. The genius of the former k be- 
yond comparison the superior. Stro^ gleams of 
poetry occasionalfyappear in Word^worthVstrain^ 
but they are sometimes turgid, and often dbecnre^ 
and oftener yet debased by mean langui^|eh You 
think Soutfaey aboire thiA jeaiousy of his poetk 
rivals, which b certainly tmworthy so great an un- 
derstanding. I fear this coi^ence is more can- 
did than experience will bear out ; for, alas ! in 
how many bighly-gifted minds has it lurked ! 

What say you, my friend !— your last gteat 
work dismissed from your thoughts tiH my letter 
revived its faded traces ! Ah, can a father foi^ 
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get kk cbfld i and sudi a child !-^A new aitar 
in the nortkeni constdlation ! — ^If, in die for- 
mation of the Lfiy of the Last Minstrel, some 
few spots mighty by more time and attention, have 
been removed from its orbit, their existence will 
not prevent its shming with splendour bright and 
iindiminidied throng luture ages. 
I nematn, Sic. 
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Rev. Rich. Sykes of Westella. 

Lichfield, June 26, 1806. 

I THANK you for the precious gift you have 
sent. me. Its intrinsic value is high from its rare- 
ness and beauty; its ideal value to me incalcu- 
lable ; and the obligation is double, first, for the 
long^loved friend's sake whose steps it supported ; 
and next, as a distmguished proof of your conti- 
nued regard. You say this gold-headed cane is 
made of the horn of the sea^unicorn. The purest 
ivory could not surpass it in polish or whiteness. 
Its voluted wreaths are doubtless in the natural 
horn ; art could not produce them. 
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t flbonld have great pleasure io seeing die frio^ 
tketk, from Foxholes, again my gaests, since want 
of health and strength for long joiimies fcMrbids 
me to be theirs. 

You are all at Westella, I conclude. BeaotifiBl 
must have been its lawns and glades beneMii the 
late brilliant suns* Our fruits, however, disap* 
pbint the hopes which experience had taught us 
to entertain when the spring has been cold and 
leafless ; but indeed we had no spring ; usurping 
winter chased her over our plains, 

** CbSBfd her dim morns^ and bid her dri?iiig deets 
Defbrm the day delighUesSy" 

till, pale and unrobed, she leapt at once into the 
arms of summer ; a summer ardent as of the old- 
en time ; and this from the ides of May till the 
calends of the present month ;" and till, indeed, 
the parched soil began to need that vicissitudei so 
sweetly mentioned by the stricken Job, when 
praising the goodness of our Creator, thus:-^ 
*' He giveth rain upon the earth, and sendeth water 
upon the fields ;"i-^but the present horizon is 
somewhat too winterly— ^the transition too ex* 
treme, at least for the feelings of invalids like 
myself. The above quotation from divine song 
was set to music by the late Orpheus of the choirs^ 
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Pr Green, and forms part of an anthem. A 
strain of sweetness and devotion, never exceeded, 
gives tenfold charm to that lovely acknowledg- 
ment. O how the silver tones of dear, lost Sa- 
ville's voice, the enthnsiasm and grace of his ex- 
pression, gave the last exquisite effect to sacred 
poetry and sacred music in combination. Se- 
veral years past, after a long drought, which 
threatened to destroy the harvest, a plenteous, 
yet soft, shower descended. The evening was 
warm, and the clouds, which had been many days 
of flattering gloom, had not increased in their 
lower. Some friends were with me in the saloon, 
the doors of which were opened on the lawn. 
The long-expected, long-desired rain dropt silent*; 
ly, yet amply, down. Mr S. immediately stept 
to the door, and, with clasped hands and moist 
uplifted eyes, sung that super-human strain. We 
all caught his grateful piety, and shed those tears, 
which to shed, seems a foretaste of heSiveu. 

Probably never more shall these eyes be thus 
surcharged ; for I have survived the dear friends 
of my youth whose habitations were near mine. 
Kind voices speak to me yet, but they are the 
voices of later years. They who utter them listen 
to me, but they cannot talk with me in the ani- 
mation of conscious remembrance concerning the 
events and associates of my blossomed life ; of 
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tbose cttttoms and rnaimen wfaicb htve so chang- 
ed their character* Art and kbour have gmn 
richness to cultivatioii, taste has made every gar- 
den a landscape, and avchitectnre has expanded 
and adorned our mansioiis. Our yovag females 
are all artists. They draw, and pain^ and pby, 
sing, and dance, with profesnomd sk31, and no- 
thing but the understanding and the heart are left 
mculttrate. The sensibilities are sacrificed to 
cold vanity, ambition, and the desire of exhiUt* 
ing. Thus the charming simplicity, the fervour, 
and wild graces of youth are lost, whidi shone in 
the companions of my blossoming years. Is dns 
truth, or the day^iream of waniiq; life, which 
gilds the past with imaginary lights and wraps the 
present in gloom not less ideal i Health and pa- 
rental hopes give your mind better employment 
than ^' gathering with me the wintry wreadis of 
r^pret, and pouring the dirge of departed days." 
« Adieu ! 
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Mrs M. Powys, at Clifton. • 

Lichfield f June 28^ 1806. 

I CONGRATULATE you OD the wonderful re* 
covery of your Iong*sufferiog friend by her second 
voyage to Oporto. She is the only instance I 
have known of so much benefit received from 
arid climes as to counteract the privation of com- 
forts to invalids, used to all the circumstances by 
which a pastoral soil, industry, and commercial 
wealth, attemper our frequent atmospheric incle- 
mency. 

O! that you could have added dear Lovel's 
liberation and safe return to th^e good tidings of 
your Grace Hardy ! Most painful to me is the 
thought that the son of my once dear, and ah ! 
for ever dear Honora Sneyd languishes in capti* 
vity, tyrannically inflicted by the French emperor, 
in defiance of the laws of nations — yet will I 
hope that the weeks which have elapsed since 
you wrote to me may have given him that free- 
dom, which many of his fellow-suiferers have re- 
cently obtained. 
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Mrs Smith and myself are much gratified by 
your cordial participation of her late good for- 
tune. On a dividend of the property which her- 
self and family share with some other relations 
of Mr Pegge, his bequest to her amounts to five 
instead of four thousand pounds. May God give 
his blessing to this legacy of unexpected extent! 
Her Hbnora^ now married to Mr Jager^ has beoi 
so lucky to obtain that pleasant little maoaioB in 
the vicarage^ which, from the year 1765 to 1772» 
was the home of her dear grandfather. Bdiind 
it b a pretty garden, which, in those dear interest- 
ing years of youth and del^ht, my Honora Sneyd 
used to call ** Damon's Bower." Often did we 
visit it, and seldom failed to repeat on our en- 
trance, 

'' Was ever scene so deckM with flowers? 
Were ever flowers so gay V* 

The last time, till yesterday, that I ever was in 
that mansion and garden, as appears by my jour- 
nal*book, was the 2d of August 1771> and on the 
i2d of August 1803, its dear and excellent master 
was struck from existence ! 

In this month, more eVen than in any other, is 
iny heart oppressed widi its inextinguishable sor- 
row. From the 6th to the 10th was the prelusive 
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period of terror and alarm for the precious life* 
It was succeeded by those of fallacious hopes, 
M^hich strengthened as they rolled on to the dreads 
ful evening of the next mondi's second day. 

Every hour of diat period passes in review he^ 
fore me, as its mournful anniversary *' rings on 
within die clock/' So will it always bi^ 

'' TStt the IftBt pang shall tear Uiem from my heart'* 

On Mr and Mrs Jager's and Mrs Smith's soli'- 
citation, Miss Fern and myself drank tea and supt 
last night in that so consecrated mansion. Very 
painful were its local impressions. They annihilate 
ed/at frequent intervals, the many many intervening 
years from my last visit to it, to the present ; and 
diose years, whose stamp they bore, rushed back on 
my soul, decked in gaiety and joy; in music and in 
Bong; in the bloom, the smiles, of Honora Sneyd ; in 
the graces and in the accents of Saville ; but, O ^ 
how afflicting did the contrasting sense of ever* 
jasting privation render them ! Only two other 
mansions could so powerfully restore the past, 
and those I think I shall never, under any cir^ 
cumstances, prevail upon myself to enter, espe- 
cially my dear friend's latest habitation, now the 
home of his daughter and her mother ; for there 
stands the terrible image of death, blasting, iA oqe 
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imwanied mooieBti die beloved toon wliicll re- 
tttrniag health had ilhrniiiiated durii^ foorteen 
precediBg days, till die instant at which the fatal 
dart was thrown; — bu^ O! incessant diene d 
my reflectionsi cease thou to spread thy dark pall 
upon these leaves! — yH you will not be hnpatieat 
of the funereal gloom, since well yon knew, tad 
sacredly did you prize, those angelic virtues which 
wanned the now cold heart of the defJored. 

It give^ me pleasure that you have met with the 
young and very ingenious Miss Margaret H<^ 
ford. She is, in every respect, extremely wordiy 
of your esteem, and her talents are very ccM^nder- 
able. The fire of genius irradiates her composi- 
tions; they are not book-made strains* The 
praises of such a miise do honour to the praised, 
be they whom they may. Her beautiful e\sgy, 
addressed to me, crept into the newspapers, widi 
her signature, and dated from Chester ; but, in- 
^ed, I did not send or know of its being sent to 
any of the public prints. Its insertion, however, 
procured me the favour of an anonymous lettei*, 
which pronounced the elegy your last letter so 
justly applauds as poetic composition, ''.bombast 
nonsense, and the evident fabrication, not of 
Margaret Holford of Chester, since there is n<r 
such person, but of Anna Seward, who, under 
that ' assumed name, had been extolling her own 
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3illy productions." I guessed tbe audior of thid 
nameless scroll. Full of scorpions, stingii^ its 
own peace, must be the dark afid restless bosom 
which can trouble itself to fabricate such libels. 
The objects of its malice are avenged by the in- 
icessant torments it inflicts in the breast from 
whence it flows* 

I am glad to observe you shewing cause why 
Portugal is not likely to be melted dowii into 
that so genend empire, which France and its 
monarch have obtained through the measures of 
our late ministry. A revolution there, must be 
terribly distressing to your poor Grace Hardy; 
but I am sorry to see you complaining of ennui 
and melancholy. They ought not to oppress a 
mind like yours, so frill of sel&resources^ I 
should have hoped that books, music, exercise^ 
and that portion of tolerably pleasant society 
which your reridence at Clifton must surely af» 
ford, would have dispersed those unwholesomsi 
ahadows. 

You want some one to serve, and to be good 
^, every day, and all the day. To such duties 
your whole existence has been dedicated, and your 
spirits languish in the comparative stagnation of 
the '^ twice blest faculty." 

When may I hope to aee you here i Sttffsr 

VOL. VI> T 
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me to bdieve that jou wiU not let the sumnier^ 
^dready declining from its zenith, pass away witho 
.out giving me die satisfacticMi of mingUng my 
spirit with' yours, in the thirty-seventh year of our 
•amity; on which no cold cloud of distrust or 
transient alienation ever passed. We have not 
been changeable, but, O ! what changes have we 
witnessed in states and individuab! — and how 
jranely for the better ! farewell! 
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Miss Catherine Mallet, of London. 

Lichfield, July 29, 1806. 

I SHOULD have thought, dear friend, that the 
species of gaiety in which you have so frequently 
df late mingled, the syrens of the opera, die thear 
trie powers of Cooke, and dramatic poetry m the 
unequalled energy and illumination of Mrs Sid* 
dons's eloquence, padios, expression, and grace, 
must have recompensed, instead of increased the 
irksomeness of a summer residence in London to 
you, who have so much sensibility and just-taste. 
However, I am flattened by your application of 
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lines id my eleventh sonnet to tfae ceremonial op« 
pressions of thronged society. 

Cooke is a very forcible but a very rough actor. 
No man better looks the villain^ or has better 
dumb shew, by gesture and transition of counter 
nance, or better expresses, by voice as well as by 
action, the stormy sallies of the bad passions, or 
the dark cunning, or mean blandishment of a 
despicable character. I witnessed his first stated 
abilities in his representation of Richard the 
Third, at Birmingham, a few years back ; but 
when he came to that fine soliloquy, engrafted 
from the chorus in Henry die FifUi, he made 
wretched work of it. He destroyed the' mea- 
sure by running the lines into confluence, and 
ruined the solemnity by common-life intonation. 
Last week I conversed with Mr, late Colonel, 
Barry, who lost Mr Newton's immense fortune 
by die integrity and wisdom of his politics, — for 
his manly avowal of them to his narrow-minded 
and arbitrary relation, and condemnation of Mr 
Pitt's sanguinary intrigues on the Continent, so 
pernicious to its welfare, and to that of this 
country. 

Mr Barry is in confidential intimacy virith many 
who stand high in parliamentary consideration, 
and he pledges his seldom erring opinion, that 
peace ere long will be made. He says it becamie 
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abfloknely necessary iBat Great Britain sbodld seek 
speedy reconcilement with tbe foe^ from die hour 
when diat miserable coalition met its assured defeat 
on die fdain of Austerlitz. He observed that we 
must get the best terms we can^ and stoop oar 
national pride to the ccmsequences of our f<^. 

As to the bugbear dangers widi which the 
furious tories surround the olive^ Mr Barry calls 
them mere idle clamour. Let it, he said, be re- 
collected diat, amidst all the enormities of the 
French emperor, Ei^land has received no opera- 
tive msteice of them, so flagrantly perfidious as 
tbe part which the old government of France took 
with America, after having solemnly pledged her 
alliance widi us when we went to war widi our 
colonies. 

Mr Barry asserts, what I have long though^ 
diat the expence of augmenting our navy, in pro« 
portion as Napoleon and his successors shall aug<^ 
ment theirs, will be as nothing in comparison 
widi the redoubling taxes which must, ad i^mi* 
turn, ensue on protracting the war, while every 
year of such protraction will increase the number 
and importance of die sacrifices which we must, at 
hist, make for peace. Two points, he continued, 
are at Mr Fox's heart^-^-by a speedy peace to 
save the country, if yet she may be saved, and to 
abolish tl^ inhuman slave trade, a measure to 
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which Mr Pitt nevar gave his sincere support ; 
but, be added, Mr Fox cannot live 1<h^; and if 
the era of political salvation, and of nati<Mial 
mercy, does not soon arrive, he will die with the 
sanguinary shades of fruitless war, and of anti- 
christian barbarity, unpierced, around him. 

The gentle, the good De Brosses received his 
passport a few weeks back, and stretched his glad 
wings for his native country. Never did I wit- 
ness such deep-felt happiness. The days which 
intervened between the notice and the arrival of 
the emancipating paper, were days of extasy. 
Such delight is never given to man ; it must be 
purchased, and that by long loid cruel suffering ; 
and even then, the transition from woe to trans- 
port must be immediate and unexpected, ere the 
felicity can be so high- wrought. M. De Brosses 
had made so many fruitless applications for his 
freedom, ths^t he had despaired of the success of 
diis last. 

He said to me the day he left us, — *^ Ah, Ma- 
dam ! go last night to Borocup Hill — ^into Stowe 
Valley— take leave of them; cried for joy ; bles- 
sed ibem — blest Lidifield — blest all pitied my ex- 
ile-»blessed you. Madam, many times." This im- 
perfect English was real eloquence^ 

I prevailed on Mr Jager to give me, for this 
gendeman^ a coloured drawing he had made of 
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Stowe Vale^ the lake in its bosom, with the ve- 
nerable mother church* upon the hike's bank ; and 
1 procured for him also a beautiful little copper- 
plate of the choral structure, with its three stately 
spires. The drawing is faidiful to the scene, 
though Mr Jager^s self-taught pencil has not jet 
attained the delicacy of tint, nor that fine illu- 
minated haze, which dbtinguishes the school of 
Glover. 

Amiable Madame De Brosses sent her husband, 
last Christmas, an interesting picture of their two 
children, a girl of ten, and a boy of eight years. 
It is about the size of a breakfast plate, and re- 
presents them sitting at a table, with the map of 
England before them* The girl has her finger on 
Lichfield ; her eyes turned towards her broths, 
with the most animated and tender expression. 

Indolence and other avocations had induced a 
long delay of the promise I made M. De Brosses^ 
to paraphrase his wife's verses, the Sorrows of 
Absence, in English rhythm, from your literal 
translation of them in prose. Some days before 
the notice of his passport came, a little recess 
from my epistolary duties enabled me to perform 
my engagement. 1 inclose a copy of my elegy. 
You will see how many ideas I have added, wbic|i 

^ Stowe Chnrch was built before fbe Cathednd.— /$. 
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ivere not in the French verses, but which I found 
naturally suggesting themselves to my pen, and in 
perfect harmony with the theme. You will find 
the portrait of the children introduced, or, I 
should rather say, the circumstance which gave 
its design. 

Captain De Brosses was delighted with my at- 
tempt. He has many friends at Liverpool, where 
Mr Roscoe and his satellites have inspired that 
classic taste, which may not be found in Lich- 
field, rich as it is in those local distinctions which 
throw so much glory around it. My liberated 
friend wrote to me from Liverpool, in a style of 
the most animated gratitude, for, in truth, very 
trifling obligations. He says that, having shewn 
my paraphrastic elegy to a number of his acquaint 
tance there, a quantity of copies have been solicit- 
ed and obtained. I am more flattered than gra- 
tified by the request, conscious, by mortifying ex- 
perience, what errors, fatal to the sense, arise and 
multiply beneatli the transcribing pen. 

At tea-time yesterday, a pleasmg circumstance 
occurred to Miss Fern and myself. Cousin H. 
White introduced Dr ManseU the master of 
Trinity-college, Cambridge, accompanied by Mr 
Shepperd, an ingenious tutor in that university^ 
and by four charming daughters, the eldest six^ 
teen. 
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He k the friead^ flrom their mutual jK>«th, oC 
our poelk and moat estimable Mi Mathias. 
CbeerM inteUigiace and iageBnow caadoor shine 
out in his countenance ; knowledge and eki^s^ice 
flow from his laps. He was po Wc oralor h^ere 
he attained his present high and leading rank la 
the univemty. The ammaled attentien. with 
which JDtr Mansel honoured me, ^ praise he l^ 
vished on my fMemSy and the passages ha qnot^ 
ed from them, coastituled one of the most p(H|^ 
nant literary gratifications I ever received. The 
hope that they may lire, is attadied to the de* 
monslrated impression they had made on a mind 
of such distinguished ckssical endowment. He 
has all that glow of local veneralion whidi is ever 
die cempamoo of imagination^ leamh^, and phi- 
lamhrepy . He exidled in treadmg the apartments 
of this raannon, in which the talents of Johnson 
and Garrick expanded beneath the patronage of 
ike Lichfield Mecaenas, Mr Wafandey, then te- 
nant of the palacei. He visited the celebrated 
willow, under whose branches, of unequaUed 
magnitude, the miaat Johnson had played; ck* 
plowed the apartments of Mr Moresby's house at 
the foot of Stowe Hill, whidi was the dwelling of 
the late Mrs Gastril, with whom Johnson, in his 
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waning years, passed so much of his time on his 
visits to Lichfield. 

Ihr Mansel often esclaimedy lichfield is, in-« 
deed, classic ground of peculiar distinction. He 
is the farthest in the world from being one of 
those leaden spirits, ^' which could traverse, cold 
and unmoved, any region which has been digni* 
fied by wisdom, bravery, or virtue/' He also 
gave due praise to the genuine loveliness of the 
Cathedral area ; of my walks, lawns, and bowers, 
and the green vale they ov^look, with the glassy 
lake in its bosom. 

The malady in my head is, I trust, softened by 
die painful remedy by which I combat the pa- 
roxysms; but it threatens me to-day, possibly 
owing* to the dense and low-hung clouds that 
seem surcharged with sulphureous matter, and the 
distant thund^-growls. Frequent, this summer, 
have been the fiery tenqp^ts, and very terrible in 
their fury. They make me extremely ill, and ex* 
tremely irrational. It is in vain that I tell my- 
self the cause of my dread, m its worst-possible 
effect, is but an instantaneous and painless difr* 
mission from a time-worn existence, upon whose 
prolongation botdily suffering most, ia all likeli* 
hood, accumulate. 

I am grieved to obsare your presentiment of a 
long absence from Lichfield. With what plea* 
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sure should I see you the abiding guest of tbese 
walls ! and gilding, with intellectual rays, the de- 
prived and gloomy erening of my life !— Adieu ! 
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Rev. Dk Mansbl, Master of Trinity CoUeg^ 

Cambridge. 

Lichfield, Jug. 1, 1806. 

My dear Sir,^-I trust your journey back to 
Cambridge proved safe and pleasant, and that 
you found your injured boy in a stale of progres- 
sive strength and hope. 

My spirit yet glows with the reflected light of 
those hours which your kind predilection in my 
favour, your knowledge and eloqu^ice, illummat- 
ed. 

Observe how speedily I avail myself of the per- 
mitted honour of addressing Dr Mansel, and, 
under cover of sending him the receipt he request- 
ed for a pleasant beverage, seek to prolong our 
intercourse. That, for the sake of my writings, 
it was sought by him with so much generous 
warmth of heart, is one of the most gratifying 
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distinctions they ever received. The proofs he 
gave of remembering so many passages in them 
seem to sign their apotheosis. 

When I had the highly-prized happiness of your 
conversation^ you expressed surprise at my o wiping 
thaty except in miscellaneous collections, my 
courage to encounter the trouble and anxiety of 
renewed publication had been appalled by the in- 
justice which authors, much my superiors, had 
met from the reviewers. You politely asserted 
that they could not injure my compositions in the 
opinion of the public; but indeed I knew by 
experience, that they can retard their sale, and 
what is poetic fame but the multiplication of edi- 
tions f 

You afterwards confessed that your desire, re- 
gularly and attentively to peruse Madoc, had been 
chilled and repressed by th^hootings of those name- 
less critics who, like their prototypes of the feathei^ 
ed race, shut their eyes on the sun, and cry, '^ there 
is no daylight.'^ If they can influence Dr Man- 
sel, when so great a poet is their subject, well 
may I be conscious of their power to blight the 
less-noble fruits of my imagination. 

In years long past I heard Lucy Porter tell 
Dr Johnson that she should like sometimes to 
purchase new publications, and ask him if she 
might trust the reviewers. " Infallibly, dear I^ucy/' 
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he replied, ** provided joa buy what they abuae, 
aod never any thh^ diey praise.'' 

Your lovely aod engaging daughter's injaoctioB 
that I would spare her a pi^ on this dieet b not 
forgotten^ though it has been disobeyed. If I 
live she will, in a few posts, receive proof that it 
19 not. 

Last night Mr and Mrs Nares arrived at Mr 
Thomas White's^ who lives in Mr Nares' pre- 
bendal house, wheie he always keeps his annnal 
two mondi's residence. No harmony, can be 
more perfect than between them and dieir fruik- 
hearted tenants. Mr Nares has wit, and is agree- 
able, though without much taste or feelii^ for 
poetic composition of the higher orders. 

My friend and neighbour, Mr Simpson, a bar- 
ruter, and once of Trinity, was absent from Lidi- 
field when you honoured our little city by your 
presence. He called upon me tfab morning, and 
I listened to his regret diat he had thus been de- 
prived of the pleasure of conversii^ v«rith you. 
He praised your genius and literature, and the 
brilliance and happiness of your epigrams, one of 
which he recited, thought imperfectly. It vras on 
the order which a stupid and tyrannic man of 
your college had caused to be given for exclud- 
ing dogs. I was delighted with the turn of i^ and 
long for a copy, if I might be so far indulged. 
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And now what can be said for the length of 
this istrasion ? Ah ! I can only plead for it the 
intoxication of Dr Mansel's praise. What fe* 
male brain could sustain it soberly ? 

I have the honour to remain^ my dear Sir^ your 
ever obliged, 8cc. 
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Rev. H. F. Cary. 

Lichfield, Aug. 7, 1606. 

You had earlier received my Ihanks for your 
second volume of Dante's Inferno^ had I not 
waited to make myself mistress of its contents. 

Though the power of writing is, in a consider- 
, Hble degree, restored to me, I cannot read with 
any continuance. Miss F^n read three or four 
cantos aloud every nij^t after supper when we 
were alone, and that was not above two nights in 
a week. Hence your translation was of slow pro* 
gress. 

From the impression left on our minds when 
it was finished, we think that this has much less 
poetic matter than the first volume^ Th^e I 
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freqneotly traced the prima stamina of sevtenl 
images in Milton and other po^. Only once in 
these cantos did I find a probable soorce oi mo- 
dem poetry. Possibly die strange imaginatioo 
on page 295 suggested die tale of Domca m 
Southe/s first miscellaneous Tolume ; bat I can- 
not subscribe to your suggestion that Dante's 
three-headed devil was the origin of that fine de- 
scription of die different and successive changes m 
the agitated countenance of Lucifer. 

^ Thus wfaQe he apoke etch psnioii diiiimM fab.6ce. 
Thrice cfaaog'd with ptleire^ €&^> sad deqpdr.*' 

Why should we impute thb simply-grand portrait 
of a demoniac countenance to a conception m 
the Italian bard too grotesque ..and monstrous to 
be sublime, or in any degree an object of imita- 
tion to a poet so dignified as Miltonf 

This second part of die Inferno increases my 
wonder at the longevity of Dante's fiime. Few 
are the passives of genuine poetry, of power to 
mitigate the ridiculous infelicity of plot; an e{uc 
poem consisting wholly of dialogue and everlast- 
ing egotism ! Were you never struck by the pre- 
sumptuous malice of design in this poem? with 
the inherent cruelty of that mind which could de- 
light in suggesting pains und penalties at once so 
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odious and so horrid i Tlie terrible graces of the 
Inferno lose all their dignity in butcherly^ grid- 
iron^ and intestinal exhibitions^ which become 
fatal to our esteem for the contriver. 

I best like the thirty-second and thirty-third 
cantos. Tlieir pictures are less disgustingly shock- 
ingy and more within the powers of our concep- 
tion. Of the exterior symptoms of perishing 
coldness we have seen some resembling instances. 
The following passage has a portion of subli- 
mity. 



-A thousand visages 



Then markM I, which the keen and eager cold 
Had shap*d into a doggish grin /' 

but in the fiery punishments, the representation 
of talking flames can be nothing but ridiculous. 
O ! how the hell of Dante sinks before the infer- 
nal regions of our own Milton ! 

In several passages you- have not been able to 
remove the veil of inflated and dense obscurity 
which envelopes the meaning of this fire and smoke 
poet. Your dotes tell us the names and ter- 
restrial residences of the punished, but throMr no 
light upon half what the poet says about them. 
Dante is the only poetic author, of h^h reputa- 
tion, whom I cannot understand. I think if you 
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btd fiilly Gompreheiided the enigmas yoa hm 
Anglicitedy jou womld^ by more perq>icao» fan* 
gitage, bmve eDaUed your leaders to understiMl 
tbein also^ though perhaps at the •zpence of 
Bome portion of Aat literality anfortaoatety the 
'first object of so many tnmdators. liet the t«r* 
eiiyiDg tnmslator be tenadous on that head, but 
the poetic ones, Cowper and Cary, should hsve ^ 
scorned it ; at least in parts where die oHgiml 
has not expressed its meaning perspioiocisly. 

The twenty-fourth canto opens with a descnp* 
tion of hoar-frost similarized to snow, and it has 
somewhat of the softer grace of modem poetry; 
and though I cannot refer to the page, there is s 
simile of rills hastening to die Amo^ whidi pr^* 
sents a pleasii^ landscape. 



^^latiwwoiM, 

So m^ tby muae fliU Itft ito fimbced bi^''-^ 

The forriiead of a name!! It was by soch extra- 
vagant porsonificatba that Mr Haylqr injuiod 
his poetry, even some of his best. 

Page 195 is the filthiest horridn^s I ever ine( 
without the limits of this volume, for within it 
there is yet transcending filthmess* — Good hea- 
vens ! what strange writing will not tune sanc- 
tion ? Justly does Shenstone observe, " We pa^* 
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don^ nay admire^ that in an incient^ for which we 
should execrate a modem poet/' 

It surprises me, amoi^t a great deal of good 
blank-versci to ob^pe yoii frequently making use- 
of expressions which del^aseit, such ^folk for soub 
in heU^ ^elioj^'tiof teilqfitf liker,fmt4,^ffA other 
similar vulgarisms. Where Obis in Madoc) they 
occur in works of great human interest from story^ 
dramatic oration^ tender paUietic senttments, and 
yiyid JamjUci^pey their Use is less miscbievou8-*-*but 
rj^oUect what sonorous mugnificence of phrase- 
p^gy, what never-stooping dignity of numbers 
J^iljton employs in the infernal regions. If, in 
pther parts of the Paradise Lost, he has rigid 
lines, and plain language, I think we never And 
tjiem in the realms of misery. The terrible 
graces should not be slip-shod.^ Even Southey 
never permits that. 

1 hope they have not ranged your horizon so 
formidably as of late they have appalled ours. 



-** When tiijs thunder, 



WingM with red liglitniag and impetuous rage, 
Shook our high spires/' 



4 
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Rev. DbMaksbl^ Master of TlrinhjCoO^^ 

Cambridge. 

U^l^ddf Jttg. 9S, 1806. 

You are as good to me upon paper as ym 
were in eonversation ; — jou gratify my asfmitibB 
after lettered prajse, and give to my siAcitatioo 
one of the most pointed little epigrammatic satires 
I ever saw. Mr Simpson will consider it ss a 
recovered treasure. He pommelled his teDi[de5 
because the good folk within had been so Btdt 
faithful to their ^rust on its snbject.«-*Accept mj 
best thanks for die copy. 

Those scuitiUations of the fismcy which comth 
tiite wit^ have been inadequately defined by die 
poets and critics, when describing diem in the 
abstract. Dryden says, " Wit is a proprie^ of 
thoughts and words adapted to the subject." b 
the sixty-diird number of the Spectator, AdcBson 
pk>int8 out the impotence of that definitioD, aad 
truly says, Aat it apfdies only to general good 
ivriting ; but be approves Locke's accotfntof wi^ 
which he quotes, and which appears to me scarce^ 



LBTTBE LV. 907 

ly more appropriate* It involves too many re- 
quisites, even all which belong to the province of 
imagination. 

Addison is there ii^eiuous in his description of 
£alse and of mixed mi ; but fails io present the con- 
sdtnent parts of the true. He makes no aUeropt to 
<:a^ the volant sparkler and make it sit for its pic- 
ture. He expatiates about it, and we every mo- 
ment expect to see diat definition on his page^ 
which shall supply the deficiency which he censures 
in the definition of others—but on this subject he 
seems somewhat to resemble the scuttle-fish — 
he stirs up and muddies the sources of his theme : 
and his own meanif^, \\ke that animal, glides 
aw^y undiscemed in the troubled and darkened 
current. Of Pope's summary of the powers of 
wit no notice is taken in the essay of which I have 
spoken, viz. 



** True wit is natoie to advantage drett, 

What oft was tkought bat ne'er so well es^pieu'd. 



«» 



Thb is equally vague and indeterminate as Dry- 
den's. Wit has certainly more to do with art than 
nature. Nature is simple, but wit is combined. 
The couplet does not even apply to any species 
of excellent writag, since, if the thoughts be com- 
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raon-plioe^ bo grace of tiprc liion^ tw» hanaof Q< 
amiibers, eHfl reader tlwm j iw tly admiwhlc^ '^ - 

Least of nil do Pope's lines apply tawVMBS 
if the attempt do K^tstriiEa^aadaiii^pfiBi^il &oot 
wit Ideas wbidi are fcoMliir to c«er^ mh^ 
diat is Hi iny degree capable of tdkolioBy cMabt 
dtber strike or surprisey with nrfiattPii* vtatel 
elegance fhey m&y be given. New Aai^tSy m 
at least new eembmation of tlMNighlB^ me tk 
tcry essence of "wit 

It was I confess presnfloption in me to atleiapt 
analyzing tfiat subtle effervescence, wkoee anaijm 
by Dryde^y Pope, and Locke, is solittk satirfM- 
tory ; but you are so kind to me and mine, tiiatl 
am tempted to lay the experiment before you., 

WJt mnst at once be vigoronsy keen, vo4 gjay, ' 
Sense, satire, hmnoor, muL*d in frolic play^ 
Yet from the coaiBe groteiqae be distant &r 
As the smok'd torchlight from the morning star ; 
Sprung tlrom strange images in contact broagbt, • 
The bright column of an agile tho<^; 
And when together struck Iflce Hint and fiie, 
. We start delighted, ponder, and admire -, 
While by the union charm'd,' we laugh, and wonder 
How things so like so long were kept asunder. 

Acid lidW pei^iAil me to observe, that I hi' 
earlier acknowledged the new bononr and oUig)^- 
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tion which yon have conferred upon, me^ bat for the 
arrival of Sir WiUiam Forbes^s Memoirs of Beattie, 
and CijanbeHand's Life, of himself, lent to me on 
the condition of a very speedy return. 

in despite of Mr Cumberland's repeated dis- 
avowsd& of envy and ii^itstice towards odier au- 
thorsf this egotistic vdjunie of his rivets, instead of 
removing^ my long-establishedconvictioa that She- 
ridan's portrait of him. Sir Fretful Plagiary, is 
not a caricaiiire. That conviction was founded 
on attested anecdotcfs of his ingratitude^ his pride, 
imd his envy t>f superior waiters. There is an 
absurd %ttempt in his Observer to ridicule that 
immortal and matchless imaginary history, the 
Clarissa, which Dr Johnson pronounced not only 
the first novel, but perhaps the first work in dus 
language. 

To the author of a little volume of. very ii^e- 
nious essays, published t^ Cadell in 1788, ajfid en- 
titled Variety, I gave two numbers, which expos- 
ed the fidse reasoning of that invidious tract in 
the Observer. This history, which the audior 
of that work gives of himself in a huge quarto 
volume, contains a new attempt to tear the laurels 
from those glorious volumes. It has die effront- 
ery to call their Grandison a nauseous pedant. 
And how Cumbey, as Johnson used to call him, 
writhes uodep the fame of the young JRoschis, and 
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avows the ttortHJcaticm it cost bim to wet Mwa^er 
Betty, as in sconi ke terms fcim, going to rc- 
lieanal in a coadi ibat bore a dndd coronet ! 

And, on my word, Cumbey sfips bis falcon at' 
bigh game, in verse as well te in prose, anoe, 
with equal effrontery to bis defiunation of Riduurd- 
son, does be q>eak of Gfkj, wbom Dr Bei^tie 
justly pronounces next to Miltoo in die strength 
and grandeur pf bis muse. 

Then with what acrimony does be reseat Mr 
H.yley'8 t|»ti»<»y to an opinioo wiiveml in the 
learned world, of fh Bentley as a critic in Eng- 
lish poetry. On what foundation tba| opinioa 
stands let Bentlqr's ridiculous editioB of Milton, 
with its heap of absurd notes and presumptuous 
alteraticms of die text, witness! Surely every au- 
thor is free to speak his opinion of a deceased 
brother ! If that opinion be unjust, let men of let- 
ters prove that injustice by reasons shewn; but 
for a descendant of an arraigned author to take 
up the matter with resentment, and make it a fa* 
mily quarrel, is ridiculous in the extreme. There 
are, however, very amusing things in tbb seffish 
quarto — good characteristic portraits of Soame 
Jennings, Foote, Goldsmith, Johnson, and Gar- 
rick; and poor Cumbey was vilely treated by our 
government concerning that Spanidi expedition. 
The violation of its engagement to him was ut* 
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terly dishouest and cnier ; of wkich the official 
letters are proofs incootrovertible. 

And now to turn the mirror of reflection on a 
very different character— -the charming poet and 
philosophical defender of the Christian faith, Dr 
Beattie. Great and good as he was, his letters 
contain some assertions which appear to me 
strange and unfounded. The excellence of prose- 
iimting was at its acm6 at the very period in 
which we find him complaining of its rapid dege- 
neracy. At all times there have been an infinite- 
ly greater number of bad and of indifferent writers, 
than of such as are admirable* ** As it was in 
the beginning, is now, and ever shall be.'' 1 do 
not finish my quotation with amen, but with even 

$0. 

It has been well observed, that living wnters 
are always judged by their worst performance, 
and deceased ones, and especially the long de- 
ceased ones, by their best. Thus also is it with 
9ges, and their literature. That of the past cen- 
tury is. over-praised, that of the present is under-, 
valued. 

The character of the national style ought, in all 
justice, to be taken from that of the best authors 
of the day. If ever there was a time in which we 
had niore accurate, more luminous, more nervous 
prose than flowed from the pen of Hume, ([ 
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gpetfk only of his styfe), Johnson, tliomas Willi'- 
ton, Burke, Robertson, Bli^, Ony, Walpole, 
Mrs Montague, and Hannah More, let Aem be 
instanced! 

Surely tfie god of Beattie's idolatrv as to $tflkf 
Addison, had not dieir nerve or persificuiQriti se- 
rious disquisition, for in easy playfiil humour he 
was unrivalled ; but hb celebrated papers in die 
Spectator on the Measures of Inia^itiatMiti; are, 
to my conception, confused, and in a grekt 6t!gtbe 
incomprehensible. On repeated experiment I 
have found them more narcotic than slimulttit to 
my attention, aiid, when I close the pagei^ no- 
thing of their contents remain on my memoty; 
while Burke, on a subject mticb of die saiiie na- 
ture, his discriminations of the sublime and beau- 
tiful, awakens and energizes, intisreiBts^. and enter* 
tains me. That author, in his metaphysical and 
political effusions, and Johnson in his mond and 
critical oratory, are never obscure to my coni- 
prehension, or fail indelibly to impress their 
dictates on the texture of Aiy brain, however 
oft€n I may refuse to subscribe to the tenets of 
Johnsonian criticism, or to those of Buk-ke's apo- 
Stacy. 

The Minstrel is an enchanting poetn, but Dr 
Beattie's prose Style is, like that of its Acknow- 
ledged model, too relaxed and attenuated; a- 
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bounds too mqcli in idioms, articles, and parti- 
ciples passive, and has too little harmony of pe- 
riod to please an ear accustomed to that undulat - 
ing flow of eloquence attained by oux best writers 
in the late and present century. 

Curious that Dr Beattfe should so often pro- 
fess, both in poetry and prose, his utter contempt 
of metaphysic writing, aiict himself give to the 
wof-ld so ma[ny tracts in that class of composi- 
tion. 

Mr Nares regrets that he was not in Lichfield 
daring the hours of its distinfction fironi Dv Man- 
sel's presence. Our Sttnday-night's party never 
meet me without adverting to the social pleasures 
of that recorded evening. Little Tom White i^ 
rejtumed home to be nursed; his young ktmitj 
barked away for the pi'esent by the hooping- 
cough ! 

Adieu, and believe me, with infinite esteem^ 
&c. &c. 



J 
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, LETTER LVI. 

Walte* Scott, Esq. 

Lie^fidd, Sq^. Z3, 1806. 

I HAVt: the utmost gratitude for your last ad- 
mirable letter. , Ever welcome to me the eflfbsions 
of the first ifoagination in Scotland, and of one of 
its kindest hearts. All you say of yourself is b- 
teresting as would be the egotisms of Shakespeare 
and Milton, were such precious thii^ extant. 

Your design of writing a H^hland poem of 
probably equal lemgih with the Lay, del^hts me. 
Every work of yours must be excellent, and none 
than that which you have m contemplation can 
be better cdculated to the meridian of a genius 
so fertile, so romantic, and so elevated. In the 
Glenfinlas you have given testimony with what 
strength and grace your muse can traverse the He- 
bridian regions, assume the manners of their inha- 
bitants, and punt their scenery. The materials 
you mention will, in your hands, form an ample 
poetic storehouse. You will have the advan- 
iage of new poetic ground, from describing Celtic 
manners in times so near our own^ iprithput foxj 
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of, tte disadvantages to Ivfaich the lofty bard of 
Ossian exposed himself by attempted imposition. 
IT^B, I have heard of the venerable atid humane 
IDr Blaeklock, and redd of him in Sir William 
Forbes's life of Beattie. You add to his other 
merits that of having beim your poetic |>re(^ptor ; 
perhaps, in future years, far the proudest distinc- 
tion of his fame, nay, his passport to immortal 
record. 

And now permit hie to thank you, in the warm- 
est manner, for you ingenious and ingenuous dis- 
sertation in Uie letter before me concerning the 
long disputed claim of originality for Ossian. Dr 
Slair had so eloquently put forth a mass of inter- 
nal evidence in its favour, that my faith long re- 
mained implicit. After-circumstances shook, but 
did not entirely subvert that faith.' You have 
settled and unalterably bound up my opinion, 
that most part of thbse yet adored volumes, ard 
the fruit of Macpherson's genius. Henceforth, 
therefore, I shall consider him as one of the great- 
est poets which the late century, so rich in great 
poets, has produced. 

By the strong hand of truth, and by the deduc- 
tion of natural consequences, you have removed 
the stoutest prop pn which my desire for the an- 
tiquity of Ossian had leaned, viz. the immeasur- 
able inferiority of his translation of Homer into 
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Ibe orieDtol prooe, in which he gave us Ae «ner€- 
ed tranth^n of the Erae poetry. Yon A»w me 
that this inferiority is, in a great 4egree, the dif- 
ference between translated and original composi- 
tion. The literal translations of |iait8 of Onian's 
poetiy, which you possess, coonct Mncpbenon 
of having been a snblime poet, and a lery feUHife 
moralist. 

In my sixteenth year I first read Ossian. in- 
finite Was die delight which it msfMred. tf I did 
not dance for joy, as Cowper says he did ob frst 
reading Homer, I wept for joy-; j«t I then focmd, 
as since I hare uniformly fonnd, tfai^ 1 coidd net 
proceed with it to a very long sittmg. Our imsr 
gination, whatever be its poetic appetite, wiU 
iftot bear the protraction of umelieved sttblimity. 

I'take it* to be that, nmch more than die i^ 
parent sameness of the landscapes and d^oip^ 
tions, which wearies our attendon^-^' as the eye ' 
which has gazed for a short interval on eounenees 
glittering with the sun, soon turns aching awi^ to 
verdure and to flowers." 

For myself, I confess not any diminution in the 
power of these volumes over my enchanted sj^rit, 
from my earliest perusal to the present horn*, 
when I return to them after respited attention.-^ 
\Bom amidst the high^t of the Peak niountains, 
akid passing the first seven years of my life mat' 
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rounded b; the wild grandeur of that, scenery, k 
seized my first a^ections. Hence the landscapes 
of Ossian cbami me more than those of more 
cultivated, more luxuriant countries. 

JVfacpherson has placed in such varied points 
of view his mountains, heaths, akid uncultured 
vallies, his lakes and ocean, his rocks and woods, 
his roes and dogs, his mists and suns, his stars 
and his storms, that the apparent sam^iess va« 
uishes in a sedulous comparison of each with 
the others. It is thus that we find nature, even 
iu her most barren creations, has variety exhaust- 
ieaa, which the poet's eye will perceive, and per- 
ceiyii^ be enabled to paint it vividly. 

I have just now received the following memo* 
Hal from a learned friend. 

^' Giraldus de Barry, in the.year,llB3, wrote 
4fae Itinerary of Bishop Baldwin through Wales. 
This is translated in 1806, by Sir Richard Hoare, 
Baronet. The incidents and heroes of Southe/s 
immortal Madoc fre<{uently occur. Amongst the 
fonner we read of 



'** that hot and unexpected chai|;e 



jt 



On Kerioge's bank ; and Berwyn's after-strife i 



and amongst the latter we find the names of 
Rhys, Cevilioc, and Old Goagan of Powys 
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Land. Giraldtis also gives die qiterestiig par* 
tictilan of die idisuiteniieiil of lOng Oweii.^ 

PoKtics havii^ never been a dieme of oor let- 
ters^ I know not whether you deplore wiA me 
the extinction of that brif^ huninaiy whose fif- 
•teen years earner ascent in die zenidi wodd have 
preserved, by its benign and pacific infoence, 
the freedom of the <:ontinent, and averted from 
Britain all her present difficolties and dangers. 

Ah I wooM to the muses diat I had, fiM^e to 
ftce, opportunity of omiparing your comical 
portrait of yourself with the original. Even 
from the grotesque sketdi, I conclude that two 
faculties, not very often combined, are oombmed 
in you ; — raised imagmadon and wit That the 
former sublimates your writings I know; the 
latter doubtless gives you that ov^flowmg gaiety 
of Kpif it of which you accuse yourself. The qiort- 
ive sallies of sudi a mmd ara more worth dHm 
the wisdom of twenty philosophic Dons. Mrs 
Jackson, who is enchmted widi yoB, tells me 
that there is much of Imogen's chameler in the • 
manners of Mrs Scott Adieu ! 



* 
ti. 
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LETTER LVII. 

Mrs Stokes. 

Lichfield, Nov. 10, I8O6. 

I AM much obliged hy your kind attention to 
my domestic comforts. In my invalid state of 
4bealth they must materiaUy d^>end on the servant 
«o constantly ^bout my person. All expectation 
^f finding one without foults is romantic, and 
you know my dislike to changing my att^idants. 
She whom you saw with me remains still in her 
place. I then thought it was her wish to quk 
my sei'vice, and mentioned that idea to you. On 
isxamination she avows the contrary, and, as she 
has several good pr<q>erties, since her integrity is 
indisputable, and I have no reason to think her 
remiss in the nursing cares, I believe it will b« 
best for us both to. rub on tc^ther. 

Present-me, I entreat, to the good Commodore, 
with grateful acknowledgment for the letter with 
which he has honoured me. I can discern in it, 
even through the dim medium of translation, all 
that is touchiug in sentiment ; all that is elegant 
in expression. Assure him of my sympathy in 
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the sorrows of his captivity, and in Madhme 
Qtierangal's inevitable sensations on the first s^t 
of the liberated M. De Brosses in L'Qrient 
That interview must have awakened her regrets 
to double poignancy. The base alloy of envy 
mixes not with sensations so involuntaiyi so sa- 
cred to connubial love, pining dirough years of 
absente. I am gratified by the high praise with 
which this gentleman honours my excursive pa- 
raphrase of the French poem on the sorrows of 
absence. I have added many ideas, but conge- 
nial are the fruits dius grafted on the parent 
stock. If I could procure a frank, I voold not 
be content with conveying, in the form of mes- 
sage, impresMOOS left on my mind and heart ; left 
by the animated letter of your Gallic friend ; no, 
not even through the medium of your friendship. 

So the subjected fate of the continent is, by 
the ii;isane rashness of Prussiai finally sealed* 
The first rumour of a design so infatuated ap- 
peared to me perfectly incredible ; surpassangi as 
it did, all records of attempted' impo^ibilities ; 
l>ut when it was confirmed, I was certain •f the 
result. It is not iii im^qual war to remedy the 
mischiefs of unjust and impolitic assailance, 
#hich, in the infancy of the French Bevolutbui 
laid the dire foundation of all these evils. Now 

Poland ^avenged at full. Buonaparte will re*- 






%stablMi the empire of that country ; banish from 
k the usurpation of Austria^ Prussia,. and Russia; 
and so doing, drive back Akxander and his myr- 
midons to their native darkness and snow ^ shut 
them out from their commerce on the Euiiine, 
and blast those designs upon Turkey whith am- 
bitious Catherine meditated, and left to her sue* 
cessors the legacy of her aspiring pride, and lust 
of boundless dominion. The<;onquest of France^ 
if coalition could have obtained it, would have 
realized all the day-dreams of her sanguinary 
views. Resistless as Attila, like him^ she had 
poured her northern hordes over Europe, and, 
even as the Gallic despot, been hated, envied, 
execrated. 

I was persuaded to.paiss fotir days of last week 
in the ancient and hospitable mansion of my 
friends, Mr and Mrs Hussey, that, August was- 
three-years, so kindly shielded me and my sor- 
rows. Its groves and gardens wore the many- 
coloured livery of die season. Tliey were almost 
instep deep in fallen and yellow leaves ; yet sunny 
gleams often gilded the thinned and perishmg 
foliage, that yet clung to many and many a mos*- 
sed tree "which has outlived the eagle." All 
was cheerfulness within doors. Our party large, 
-our apartments spacious and lightsome, our wel- 
come cordial. I said all was cheerfulness, forget- 

VOL. VI. X 
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fttl how often in my boKHn arose the pale l^bt 
of memory, gleaming on departed years; on 
groups assembled in that mansion, anoid which 
one fair spirit shone-whose eaithly light has now 
beoi long extinguidied. 

I rejoice in the promising nature of your filial 
prospects, as in die virtnes of your sons. Thdr 
morning of life is sumy ; mi^ its noon and even- 
ing be cloudless!— "Vain and improbable bene- 
diction . — the wish of friendship rather than the 
hope of experience. We may peihaps more ra- 
tionally address to them that fine couplet in 
Johnson's Vanity of Hnman Wishes : 

'^ Expect not life from pam and daoger free, 
^ Nor dream tbe doom of man reveiafd lor thee !** 



LETTER LVIII. 

Mb Seward of Birmingham. 

Lichfield, Dec. 9, 1806. 

Ah, yes, England has at last, toward the con- 
tinent at least, completed the measure of her in- 
cendiaiy madness; ruined past all hope her allies, 
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and dr^wn ten times trebled danger and difficul- 
ties upon herself. If she does not soon purchase 
peace, ^ven at that unavoidably-humiliating price 
as to its terms, to which her own infatuation has 
reduced her, those miseries must be speedily her 
own which she felt no remorse in bringing upon 
other nations, against the warning voice of her 
great deceased patriot, in this long and disastrous 
^^ar ; even the giant woes of seeing our country 
its bloody theatre. To bend at last beueath the 
omnipotence of events, and beneath the chastize- 
ment of heaven, must as certainly be national as 
it is individual wisdom. But what shall we do 
with our pride ?-»Sacrifice it as we did vdien we 
sought reconcilement with our invaded colonies, 
and be rewarded by long years of peace, and its 
blooming and blessed comforts. 

It appears from your last letter, that several of 
our ancestors were painted by Sir Peter Lely. 
What pity that the ^fair and interesting portrait 
you describe, the work of that delicate pencil, 
should have been exposed, through want of care> 
to the cankering tooth of time and domiciliary 
dilapidation. My beauteous grandmother, the 
immediate parent of my father, is fortunately in 
very wonderful preservation, her date considered. 
My father, bom m her 45th year, and in the year 
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1708, carries her youth into the latter part of 
Charles the Second's reign, the period at whick 
Sir Peter drew that picture of our male ancestor, 
which is now at Wilton near Salisboiy. Mj 
grandmother's picture looks about twenty-two. 
There is no marked want of harmony, eidio* la 
the dress or colouring, between that pride of the 
seventeenth century and Romney's fuIMength por- 
trait of me, drawn in 1786. When I shall have 
the pleasure to shew you the Lelyean Lady, you 
will think me vain perhaps, in mentionii^ the re- 
semblance between these portraits which struck 
bur celebrated Glover, and also several other less- 
masterly judges; but the utmost boast of my ri- 
sing youth did not amount to a moiety of her 
charms. If any family-reseniblance does really 
exist, as many think may be yet traced m my 
time-faded face, to this youthful beauty, the ap- 
parent grandmotherism seems now reversed be- 
tween us. 

How those hereditary traits, which constitute 
resemblance, are compounded from generation to 
generation ! I am thought very like both my im- 
mediate parents; who bore no likeness of each 
other; and, on tracing back my penciled an- 
cestors, you tell me my features and countenance 
are found in my great-grandfather at Wiltoo, by 
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Sir Peter Lei J, and here they are thought to re- 
semble the transcript of his daughter-in-law, by 
the same celebrated painter. 

Tlrough life I have only known one person, of 
iTvhom in air, in features, and in countenance E 
could never meet a striking likeness. That giace- 
ful unique in the ever-varying expression of eye 
and of smile, I shall on earth behold no more; 
and from that hour of deprivation I have looked 
in vain in every stranger's face whom I met, for a 
similitude which half a century had failed to shew 
me. Adieu! 



LETTER LIX. 

Walter Scott, Esg. of Edinburgh. 

Lichfield, Jan. 29, 1807. 

Captain Hastings, the deprived, the intel- 
ligent, and the excellent, sets out in a day or two 
for your city. It contains three little girls, to 
whom, in his prime of life, he is, alas ! the jonly 
parent. Their mother was one of the best of 
women. In situations cruelly trying, she exerted 
fortitude superior to much for which heroes have 
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beai celebimled. CafitiiD UwsAtngif teodor waai 
uDwesried Attention to her, Aroogh tke course of 
.long »vd evidently mortal illi>e», sosbdned I7 
her widi the sweetest patienoe and dieerivloess ; 
lu8 deep, and yet nnsohdned ai^uMi for her loof, 
render hkn highly estimable and interestn^ while 
ike lettered cultivation of naturally fine talents, 
enables him to reward every attention shewn hkn^ 
and that by companionable powers ot no eveiy- 
day growth. My regard for this gentleman has 
no means of shewii^ itself so mndi to his advan- 
tBgdf as by my endeavouring to f^ocure for him 
ike honour and hapfmiess of an introduction to 
you. He reads your poetry widi endiusiasm warm 
as my own ; and it has been a theme between us, 
over which our sentiments touched at all points. 

^ AndwhenhecMghtitiniearares wfld*y 
Hie moorner nds'd kfe head, and snuTd ; ^ 
And lighted op his fiuied eye^ 
E'en with a poef t ecitacy.* 

Now permit me to thank you for your charm- 
ing letter of the 18th instant. From the fear of 
intruding too often upon hours so precious to die 
present and so plec^ed to the future time, the de^ 

• Sootfs Lqr of the Last Minstid.-^ 
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light it inspired had not so soon flowed back to 
its source^ but for dus offered channel of free con- 
veyance. 

However I may r^ret the necesMty you find of 
giving a sleeping draught to your Highland Poenii 
I feel the wisdom of your doing so^ till the revivi- 
fying journey into those regions can be taken ; 
that journey which shall give to the most kindling 
imagination in Scotland every possible advantage 
for the great work it meditates. 

But here a melancholy consciousness arises, of 
the small chance I have of seeing it enrolled a- 
mongst the poetic treasures of the north, so deep- 
ly is my existence 

^ FalPli into the sear» the yellow leaf* 

Concerning your later design I have better 
hope, oppressed as I am by all the decays of life^ 
and by many of its sorrows, by obstinate and 
threatening malady. 

I am also infinitely flattered by your purpose of 
sending for my inspection such parts of Flodden- 
Field as are sprung to light. How far I shall be 
able to discern the spots, if spots there are in a 
luminary of unquestionable brightness, may be 
doubtful ; but I dare assert that I shall feel its ex* 
cellencies with no common fervour. Envy is not 
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anKmgft my faoltf ; and witho«t vim aatamptmi 
I may parody die boast of AaacreoD, 

^ Tfane favDot chard my glowioi; bevl^ 
Or teoBe of beraty, with fapf ky hand r 

I menUoned to Captain Hasdngs the sobject of 
your work now on the anvil. He seemed to think 
it tender ground for your patriotinn ; to ^piestion 
if it might not wound the knowfi nationality of Ae 
Scotch^ to see poetic celebrity and poetic inin^r- 
tality giveUi and that by a native, to the most dis- 
astrous event in their military annals. 

Ballads have mournfully and sweetly «ui^ it; 
but the flowers of the forest are different things to 
such an oak as you are planting. I persuade my- 
self, however, that apprehension will be found 
groundless, as to the reception your poem may 
meet. The genius of Caledonia will come from 
your latest hand so graceful| dignified, and lovdy^ 
that his proudest sons shall not feel his laurels suU. 
lied by the interwoven cypress of Hodden's fatal 
field. 

I think entirely with you concerning the fop? 
pery of the press ; that eye-governed taste, which, 
has spread from our theatres to our libraries. 
Those who feel poetry will always feel the enr 
f ravings a disadvantage to it. What efforts of tlie 
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pencil ever equal in power, grace, beauty, aud 
expression, those pictures which the true poet, 
paints on the invagination of his intelligent re^ck 
ersf 

The ambition of illustratbga fine poem by e^^t 

pensive engravings, is extremely detrimental to it% 

lasting reputation; since of vi^hat class are the 

readers whose applause is capable of being the 

heralds of that of future ages ? Not the wealthy, 

the fashionable, the titled, who exhibit in their 

boudoirs and drawing-rooms, new publications in 

the luxury of pictorial ornaments, but scholars^ 

and poets, seldom found in that triumvirate. Tq 

such, the gewgaws, or even the gems of the pen^t 

cil, must ever be superfluous, incapable of increase 

ing the charms of genuine poetry, or of adding 

one jot of enduring dignity to that which, nmassiat- 

ed by them, wants force and power to ipipress it^ 

images on the mind of its readers. 

Upon any great work, more especially if it be 
of the poetic species, I do not ho]d the most en? 
dowed and liberal mind competent to decidfe after 
one, or indeed a second perusal. To the profesr 
sional student, and the litaraiy private gentleman, 
of moderate fortune, book-clubs may give that ; 
but if the work be expensive, pni(}ence, by n^ 
straining purchase, will not give more. Tp such, 
therefore, is precliided tbajt intimacy of r^g^rrenc^ 
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which can ah>iie be reqxNuiUe for the full waA 
perfect justice of appredalioii, indiere the charsc- 
ten are variouSi die landscapes from natore, the 
sentiments touching, die reflections animated and 
new, and, in short, die whole omiposition exten- 
sive and admirable. 

Mr White has lately told me, diat you had 
published a voluminous^ecfition of Diyden, abun- 
dant in critical notes, whidi detect and rectify for- 
mer editorial errors* 

My long estrangement from Reiiews may ac- 
count for my ignorance of the work ; but how to 
account for the possilnlity of your having procured 
time for its execution, is my difficulty, amidst |»o- 
fessional demands upon that time, the collection, 
arrangement, and critical and historical illustra- 
tions of the Border Minstrelsy, togedier with so 
many sweet original compositions, and consider- 
ing the extent of your epic Lay. 

I almost grieve that you, a great and ^lebrated 
poet, should employ your golden hours in remov- 
ing the leaden incrustations of former editors. 
Abundant as are Dryden's beauties, his faults are 
so numerous, both as a poet and commentator, 
that I should think it sad up-hill work to defend 
him where he errs ; and for his beauties, they have 
met dieir full portion of celebrity. He, Spencer, 
and Chaucer, have, in my opinion, been over- 
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praised. On a balance of their beauty and defor- 
mity^ not one of them equals yourself or Sou&ey. 
Coleridge has a very sublime and rich vein ; na- 
turally, and by education, perhaps not bferior to 
.that of the author of Madoc ; but Coleridge is 
indolent. 

The vehement encomiasts of the three elder 
English bards, above mentioned, have been so 
numerous and high in reputation, that future ages 
will continue to echo applause, v^hich,but as echo, 
perhaps, they vi^ould not give, at least in such hy- 
perbolic excess. 

Your sponsor in friendship, Mrs Jackson, 
pledges herself for your visiting me either on your 
progress to our capital, or return ; but your own 
pen discourages that interesting expectation. I 
am afraid there is no balancing which is the best 
authority. Our little city is classic ground, by 
many more claims than that of having given birth 
to the greatest and most eloquent moralist this 
nation boasts, seated on the tribunal of its lan- 
guage ;— *by its being the nursery of David Gar- 
rick's youth, — ^and by the thirty-three years resi- 
dence of the celebrated Darwin, together with 
that of several other distinguished, though perhaps 
less distinguished, inhabitants. That you mention 
me with Johnson, as having given lettered distinc* 
tion to Lichfield, is infinitely gratifying to my self- 



i 
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love. When I think of him, and of those others, 
Yfho with him, diall, m futore times, be mention* 
ed to the honour of diis town, Pope's beaatifiil 
lines rise in my memoiy, and express the fond 
ambition of m j spirit ; — 



** O, while along the itream of time tfaefar mne 
Etpanded flies, and gathen all ka fluney 
Say fhaU my little bark attendant saO, 
Panne the trinmph, and partake the gde ?* 



Adieu ! for it b more than time. I purposed 
to have sent you a tolerably short letter — ^and lo ! 
a most intolerably long one! Which is to blame, 
your magnetisin or my loquacity i 



LETTER LX. 

Walter Scott, Esq. 

Lichfield, April 17, 1807. 

It is only eight days since your valuable pack^^ 
dated February 20th, reached me through a pri- 
vate and unknown channel. To have left so 
touch goodness so long unacknowledged, would 
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have been ingratitude indeed, unless utter imbe- 
cility, by sickness, had produced the delay. 

The introductory stanzas to your new poem, 
Hodden-Field, have the first claim upon my 
grateful attention. Till after the close of your 
panegyric on our glorious Nelson, all is worthy 
of your enchanting muse, and is gathered to the 
much that evinces your injustice in fancying mo- 
dem poetic talent in a state of dwarfism, from the 
days of Chaucer, Spencer, and Dryden ; and in 
deeming them giants in comparison with their 
successors. 

I bear glowing testimony to the giantism of 
Shakespeare, compared, not only to his dramatic 
successors, but to all his boasted predecessors of 
Greece and Rome. Other diminution, with my 
whole soul, 1 disavow. Unaccountable as it is, 
even the men of genius in Great Britain have, 
firom the first dawn of poesy amongst us to this 
hour, been infected with the morbid idea of di- 
minished strength and faded imagination in their 
own times; and by such thankless and unpatriotic 
avowals, they fed, and continue to feed, the envy 
of the prose folk. 

With what a never-excelled wintry landscape 
your introduction to Flodden-Field opens ! You 
place me in the scene, and the cold thrill of sym^ 
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padqr nms througfa my vans as I read. Nature^ 
Geniofr— you are alike inexhaustible ; and as jon 
were coeval from die first of days, coeval is your 
progress, and coeval will be your end. 

To the fottotains of nature, the mere versifierB 
have no access. Their book-made streams pall 
and ncken on die taste. They are the real dwarfs 
of the science, and they have alike encumbered 
eveiy period, and every clime. 

The connoisseur in painting knov^ oi^inak 
from copies, by certain fredi and vivid touches ; 
so ako diose who have been long versed in poetic 
reading, know originals from copies in poetry. 

Now to your mountain bard, James Hogg, — 
luckless name !— *I am too familiar widi die an- 
cient Scotch, to find any difficulty in understand- 
ing him. He is another poetic miracle, rising up 
from the lowest of your peasantry. Though I 
do not believe that he will ever reach the heights 
which Bums ascended, or ever produce a poem 
of such length, consequence, and interest as Bloom- 
field (inferior as he is to Bums) has given us; 
yet in some of the original unimitative composi- 
tions of James H., I perceive vivid and not in- 
frequent flashes of real genius. 

lliere is no lack of genius in these wild lays, 
but a grievous one of taste and judgment ; and I 
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copclude^ from, the writei^s avowed obstinacy of 
resistance to friendly criticism^ that he will never 
acquire them. 

Depend on my doing all the, sJas ! little in my 
power to recommend this extraordinary and wor- 
thy man to the public notice. Our book-club, to 
the disgrace of our city's old classic renown, has 
set its broad dull face against the admission of 
pbetry ; and Mr H. White shook his head hope- 
lessly, when I desired he would endeavour to get 
the lays of the mountain bard ordered by its di- 
rectors. They have not sent for any verse since 
the Lay of the Last Minstrel and Madoc, which 
they did vouchsafe to admit, on my sending them 
word, that it would be shameful if they did not 
order two poems of such first-rate beauty. 

llie men of genius, the literati, and the nobles 
of Scotland, energetically patronize the rising ta- 
lents of their country; and, so doing, promote 
the interest of their possessors, and bring their 
fame to early maturity. As for £ngland, it is not 
so with her. She has no nationality respecting 
poetic productions. Her colder, and, in that re- 
spect, less generous sons, believe the many who 
have, at all times, been ready to tell them that 
poetry is in a weak and dwindled state. They 
believed it in the days of Spencer, of Milton, of 
Dryden, of Collins, and of Otway. 
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' )po^ aiMl Gowper alone saw the Uudiiiig ho^ 
bouit of tbeir fiime flourbhiBg aroand them, 
fenchantiiig writers as they were, k was not to 
their genius that they were indebted for that early 
celebrity. Party inftdence procwed it for Pope, 
«tid rel^ons enthusiasm for Cowper. Hie me- 
tbodist class are calculated at fifty thousand. 

From the writers of Spencer's period, I have 
^gathered that it was the foshion tO speak degrad- 
ingly of his powers, in comparison with those of 
Chauceir ; from those of Milton's time, and from 
the writers during seventy years after his death, I 
4nd that he was thoi^;ht little compared to 
'Spencer. Most of those who so pronoonced, 
liad doubdess never examined widi attention the 
glorious works of the foaid of Eden^ which they 
thus profaned ; but so it was> so it is, and so it 
will be said of future as well as present great 
Writers. 

l remember it the fashion to speak scornfully 
'of die immortal odes of Gray ; to echo for them 
Johnson's envious quotation— '^ bubble bubble, 
toil and trouble," as applied to them. I forgot 
another exception to the foregoing observations ; 
Oapel Loft has procured for Bloomfield, through 
his interest wit^ the other reviewers, early and 
profitable celebrity, higher perhaps than even the 
Farmer's Boy can justly claim. The rest of its 
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author's compositions are little wortlH^they are 
as Cowper's verses in rhyme, compared to his 
Task and bis Yardly-Oak. Adieu J 



LETTER LXI. 

Rev. H. F. Cart. 

tdchfield, Moy 10, 1807. 

MoBE immediately should I have noticed the 
kind contents of your letter, bad it arrived at a 
less interesting juncture. At two that day, Fri* 
day last, the poetically great Walter Scott came 
'^ like a sun-beam to my dwelling.*' I found him 
sturdily maintaining the necessity of limiting his 
inexpressibly welcome visit to the next da/s 
noon. You will not wonder that I could spare 
no minutes from hours so precious and so few. 

Ah ! fortunate if one of your filial sojourns here 
had proved the mems of introducing my poetic 
friends to each other. Such presentations are 
amongst my heart's luxuries. Respecting Lister^ 
that possibility was within one day of having oc* 
curred ; he called upon me on Thursday mom« 
ing, and returned to Armytage after tea. 
VOL. VI. y 
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This proudest boast of the Cdbdonka muse is 
tall, and rather robust tfaau slender ; bat haaae in 
tbe same manner as Mr Hayley, and io a greatieff 
measure. Neidier the contour of his foce, nor 
yet his 'features, are elegant; his complexion 
healthy, and somewhat fair, without bloom. We 
find the singularity of brown hair and eye-lashes, 
with flaxen eyebrows, and a countenance open, 
ii^enuoiis, and benevolent. When seriously con- 
versing, or eamoBtly attentive, dioi^ hb ejes are 
rather of a lightish grey, deep thought is on dieir 
lids ; he contracts his brow, and die rays of genios 
(^eam aslant from die orbs beneadi diem* Ad 
^>per-Upy too long, prevents his flMath from 
brag4^dedly handsome, but the sweetest enuma- 
tioDs of temper and of heart |^y about it when 
he4idka cheerfully, or simles ; and, in company, 
he isfmuch* ofte^er gay than contemfdative. Hi^ 
conversation, an overflowing fountain of briUiaDt 
wit> apposite allusion, and playful arckness, while, 
on- serious themes^ it is nervous^ and eloquent 
Tbe accent decidedly Scotd, yet by no means 
broad^ On the whole, no expectation .is diss^ 
painted, vrfiich hb poetry must excite in all who 
feel the|>ower8 and the graces of Aonian inspira- 
tion. 

Not less astorashing-than was Johnson's me- 
mory is that of Mr Scott ; like Johnson also, hb 
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recitation is too monotonous and vioknt to do jus* 
tice, either to his own writings^ or that of others* 
You are. almost the only poet I know, whose 
reading is entirely just to his muse. 

Mr White and Mr Simpson break&sted with 
us on Satiurday morning. One hour only before 
Uiat which he fixed for his departure, our northern 
luiainaryy by repeated and vdiement solicitation^ 
was pecsoaded to shine upon us till ten the next 
day* Mr Simpson would have no nay to his re* 
quest, diat die party should dine and sup witli 
him and Mrs Simpson. The stranger guest, 
Scotti delighted us all by the unaffected charms of 
his mind and manners. He had direrged many 
miles from his intended track of return from our 
capital, to visit me ere he repassed the Tweed. 
Such visits are the most high-prized honoiurs 
which my writings have procured for me. 

I shewed Mr Scott the passage in your Dante 
which mentions his work, and the Magician it 
celebrates. He had heard of your translation^ 
but not read it. Oq lookmg at a few of the pas- 
sages, and comparing them with the original, he 
said there was power and skill in having breathed 
so much spirit into a translation so nearly literal ; 
' but he confessed hb inability to find pleasure in 
that author, even in his own language, which Mr 
S. perfectly understands. The plan, he said, ap- 
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peared to him unhappy, as it was singuhur, and 
the personal malignity and strange mode of re- 
iFenge, presumptuous and uninterestii^. How- 
ever, he promised to examine your English yer- 
sion more largely when he could find leisure. 

Constable, Scott's Edinburgh publisher, dined 
with me a fortnight ago, and said he had agreed 
with Mr Scott to give a thousand guineas for 
Hodden-Field, a poem now on the anvil. The 
muses drive a thriving trade for Scott, as once 
Aey did for Hayley, and since for Darwin ; but^ 
alas ! look at their bankrupts, from Speosei's 
day dovim to Chatterton, and in the present pe- 
riod. Mr Scott told me Gray and Mascm* hate 
been heard to declare the pecuniary barrenness of 
Aeir' deathless laurels. The honours of future 
times, inevitable indeed, but promissory only, aie 
he sole rewards of Southey's enei^es, though 
awakened by all the nine. Adio. 



* On meotioimif this circiimstaiice to Mr Scott h& eipra- 
•ed his opinion' Umt Miss Seward most have nuiiradentood 
him. Gray left his literary property to Mason, as is well 
known. It is not equally well-known that Mason considaed 
the profits (and Mr Scott always nndemtood that they weie 
consideiable) as a fimd for the exercise of the noblest charily^ 
in edncatinf yonng m»n of talents, many of whom rose to con- 
sidesahle dJstuietionr-jMM« ^ the EdUw. 
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LETTER LXII. 

Dr Husset, at Portsmouth. 

Lichfield, July 28, 1807. 

Ik pain of body and feverish irritation, which 
banished night-rest, and in consequent languor of 
spirits through the days, I havi& seen a tedious 
montli elapse since I received your letter. I saw 
your brother yesterday, and he told me you had 
not even yet sailed for the Cape, but were on 
board the Alfred, lying off Portsmouth, and, with 
General Weatheral and his family, were there 
waiting the appointment of a new convoy. In 
that situation I find yoi| haye passi^d several 
weeks. 

I sincerely pity the long inactivity to which a 
spirit, energetic a9 yours, has been doomed ; your 
books packed up, and inaccessible. Succeeding 
to a life of anxious cares, and exertion which 
knew not an hour's remission, this total, this 
spiritless contrast must be most oppressively felt. 

If you had books, those precious silent friends, 
or the social intercourse of a few, or even one 
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kindred aod.bretduiig spirit^ this privitioii of 
biisiiieas might have profed awdcome leceas; 
but acquaintance is not frienddiip. The coat' 
merce of an ingenious and ingenious mind with 
one or more people of only common s^Bse, col* 
tivated but bj a Utde knowledge of what is c^aUed 
the world, its uninteresting connections, wad vain 
and idle ceremonies, is, if loi^ continued, worse 
than even bookless scditude; wone than even 
diat aierdy animal association ot whidi Adam, 
jtrevious to die creation of £^6, oomplaina so 
itasonaUy to his Maker. 



^ Among aneqaab what society 
0» sort? wlwt bHTBoay? wiat trae Migbt? 
Ihst awt h9 tm^n\, ia proportioB due 
Given and receive^;— bat in diiparity. 
The one intense, the other still ren^si^ 
Cannot well sait with either, but sooo prove 
Tedious alike.** 



I know not what General Weatheral and hk 
fiunily may be ; bat generals and their suite com- 
monly ta& from a reservt>ir of ideas, and not 
from a spring ; and few of such fine folk have re- 
servoirs capable of containing ideas for several 
weeks consmnption; p^adventnre not for as 
many days-^nay, more dian possibly, not for so 
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many hours ! By experience I know the heitvj 
labour of piunping up conversation from an ex- 
hausted receiver. 

Whither can our frantic and impotent mimsters 
be sendmg their continental expeditions? slaughter 
or imprisonment their certain fate. Our allies 

. now see that British incendiarism, which has 
ended where it was always likely to end, in their 
destruction and vassalage, in its true light, and 

' leave us on the brink of that precipice down 
which we have precipitated them. 

When our wretched politicians are standing in 
blank and terrified astonishment. 



.»» 



^ Spectators of the mischiefs they have made i 



while they are declaring, at last, the true and im* 
minent danger of the coimtry ; are robbing every 
poor man of his liberty, by military coercion, fa- 
tal at once to freedom and to commerce ; those 
who hold the reins of government are sending 
our soldiers by thousands and tens of thousandS| 
out of these dominions, without one rational ob- 
ject, one probable hope; — their valour and their 
lives sacrifiiced in vain attempts to commit useless 
outrages upon triumphant and impregnable 
France ; to destroy, with bombs and shells, a 
few French houses and their guildess inhabitants^ 
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or again to find ignoble graces amid die d^Les of 
Holland, or to perish in impossible attempts in 
tbe dreadftd climates of northern Europe; and 
this at a juncture when every British soldier will 
be wanted to defend his countiy from die loi^- 
provoked attacks of the invincible soldier, the 
unequalled general, who, by diat stupid and mad 
assailance which we have stimulated, b risen to 
an extent of power unexampled as it b fonnidable, 
and from whose certain invasion reconcilemeiit 
alone can save us. 

O generation of madmen, who in hours like 
these, are vindicating our foolish ministers bycij- 
ing out, ** We must do something!^ can no dire 
experience awaken you to a sense of the miseiy 
of obliging your country to become the seat of 
war i My very soul is sick of idiotism so b^ with 
universal danger, horror, and anguish. 

And those who are so crying out, are echoing 
the if of the vanquished — ^ If England had sent 
twenty thousand men into Poland, Buonaparte had 
been defeated and the allies victorious." — Look 
at the fote of British armies in La Vendee ! at 
Quiberon, in Holland, in Turkey ! and be thank- 
ful that their blood did not swell the torrents that 
flowed in vain on the fields of Auerstadt and Fried- 
laud. Adieu, adieu. 
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LETTER LXIII. 

Mrs EinC^. 

Xjichfield, Aug, 7, 1807. 

I ENTREAT you, MadaiD, to accept my best 
thanks for the present of your religious tract, and 
for the permission of perusing in manuscript your 
ingenious and amusing tour. The first is a high- 
ly useful and able composition ; the latter well 
merits the attention of the public in various re- 
specis* 

But ere you send it to press, suffer me to ad- 
jure you to omit several passages tending still 
farther to inflame that hatred of the French mo- 
narch which has proved so fatal to the liberties 
of Europe, so dangerous to the long and blessed 
exemption of these dominions from the horrors 
attendant on being the seat of war. Insult and 
bullying will not avert their descent, or lessen them 
when they arrive. 



• Authorof ajostly-approvecl work, entitled, "The Bene- 
ficial Effects of the Christian Temper on Domestic Happl* 
ness,**— ^. 



^ LETTBR hxnu 

O kt no ChristiaD spirit flatter the sai^oimij 
Tice of our govemuieDt by calling it virtue. JLet 
no 8udi look back upon the imchrisdan system 
vhich produced our ^ree laat ymn, without pa- 
triot contrition and Christian disapprovauce ! 

You, who have 00 ablj applied die warat^s 
and admonitioBft of the New Testaoient to die 
domestic duties, can you fail to apply them to 
the duties of that great Aunilyy the state i 

France was rash in her refolutioa, and crni»> 
nal in its |NrogreBs> but to God aloae^ not t» any 
other nation, was she aceounlabla for her eea- 
duct, for the choice of her form of goverBoient. 
Is there not a God to puMh^ It has bees said 
that question extends to the exemption of every 
crime from human chastizenient; but a code of 
criminal laws is necesaaiy to the existence uoA 
preservation of every state, the strongest pUlar (^ 
the social compact. Scripture nowhere forbids 
H to be erected. All who live under a nation's 
protection know the terms of diat protection, and 
if they break the compact it has an indiqMitable 
right to ca^t them from its bosom. Against such 
exclusion they can plead no precept of the gospel. 
But with the bounds of its own government ceases 
its right to punish crimes. 

No speculation concerning remote and pos- 
sible contingencies can be a just excuse to God 
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or man for subjecting our own and other countries 
to authorized murder and mutual devastation. 

Every ingenuous mind, which permits itself to 
reflect impartially, must feel the self-evident 
truth of that maxim. It simplifies die investigs^ 
tion at once, and leaves the moralist and the 
Christian no just power of modifying his political 
opinions ; of following, with implicit trust, either 
kings or ministers throu^ the blind, thoi^h sub- 
tle mazes of fancied or pretended expediency; 
nnce a far greater power than they has said^ 
^* Thou shalt not do evil that good may ensue.'* 

When that prohibited evil is done, even its 
i¥orldly consequences seldom fail to shew the 
miserable result of forsaking the path of moral 
rectitude, and of obedience to the revealed will of 
Heaven, in pursuit of imaginary advantages. In 
no case was the unhappy result of such derelic- 
tion more conspicuous than in the fate of this 
belligerent fury against France, and in the present 
situation of Europe. 

Certainly none of us in private life are answer'^ 
able for the crimes of our rulers ; nor without pre- 
sumptuous guilt, can we attempt to punbh them; 
but it is as certain that, without sharing their 
crimes, we cannot vindicate any measures of theirs 
which stand in the direct level of gospel-denun- 
ciation, and of the humane su^estions of natural 
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religion. We eanoot innocentlj flatter tlie con- 
duct of living atatesneo, or the memory of a dead 
one, ^ho, in their pride, obstmacy, and hatred 
of a rival country, have set nation against natios, 
and kingdom against kindgom ; and who, so do- 
ing, have spufped the dictates of beBev<^nce,and 
the positive commands of Christ. 

Is it the author of a tract so pious, and so wis^ 
that we see lavishing the titles of great and illus- 
trious statesman, on him who, durmg such a train 
of years, acted in direct opposition to the precept 
of the Saviour, who proclaims peace on earth 
and good will towards men i Beholdii^ as you 
do, the lamentable consequences of his rebel- 
lion to that precept, will you justify and ap- 
plaud its violator? Looking back to the tissue 
of discomfiture which attended his plans, can 
you declare him great and wise i He who ren- 
dered his rare eloquence the sophistic ei^ine to 
infatuate his country, and render her blind to his 
most unwise temerity ! 

Reflect upon his vaunting promise, so often 
made, of security and indemnification to Great 
Britain by contiiming the war, though all its pro- 
fessed objects had previously vanished beneadi 
his baffled attempts ; still he vociferated that vain 
boast, and still the besotted country believed he 
would fulfil it. How he fulfilled it the present 
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state of the nation lamentably shews. Look at 
it, dear Madam, and surely you will not persist 
in proclaiming Mr Pitt wise. 

Reflect also how long it was his cry, '^ Peace 
cannot be made with France in this her state of 
anarchy, and ever-changing rulers." Meantime 
Robespierre's reign of terror removed from other 
kingdoms all danger from the republican prin-* 
ciple, proving its boasted liberty and equality an 
empty dream, a theory impossible to be realized. 
The dbappointment would, in all human proba- 
bility, have restored the Bourbons, as it has re<* 
stored regal government, but for that stupid and 
unjustifiable assailance of foreign nations, which 
bound up the energies of the French people to 
strength and power almost superhuman. 

Two unsuccessful campaigns had sickened 
Austria, Prussia, and Spain, of invading France^ 
and attempting to coerce her plans of govern- 
ment. How unchristian, how cruel at that junc- 
ture, was the incendiarism of the British cabinet> 
awayed by him who is gone to his audit, answer^ 
able for the blood and anguish of millions. 

Anarchy fell in the French nation, and a great 
warrior and great legislator seized the slackened 
reins of its government. Established as her per- 
manent consul, that instability of sway, which our 
minister urged as the obstacle to peace, was no 
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more* The consul soon made himself an emper- 
or, absolute and despotic ; but let it |K>t be for- 
gotten, that, without the fiee consent of a great 
majority of the Oallic nation, he could not have 
re-established the falloi throne, or hate ascended 
it himself. 

Of small consequence to us, or to tl» rival 
powers of the continent, had been the despotian 
of Napoleon's reign, but for that dreadAd re- 
sumption of the assailing plan after its short sua* 
pension ; that resumption whidi direw tl» com- 
bined and conquered nations at the victor's feet. 
From the same sad fste peace, and peace obIj, 
can save tUs loi^ happy country, whose security 
and blessings have been madly set on die despe- 
rate chance of utterly improbable attem(^ and 
impiously sacrificed to national jealousy and die 
lust of war. O Madam, is there a greater crime 
than that Mol6ch lust i 

England must dreadfully answer *for that crime, 
if at last she will not expiate it, in some d^ree, 
by kissing the rod of Heaven's chastizemeot, by 
accepting terms of reconcilement, which, in con- 
sequence of her own wasteful and helpless fiuy, 
must necessarily be humiliating to her siirfnl 
pride. She has no alternative but that of speedy 
peace, or of becoming, like the nations she bar- 
barously instigated, the seat of war, of desolation^ 

4 
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and of final subjection to that nation^ and tbat 
man, whom she has defied, at the expence of ruin 
to her allies, and the most perilous hazard to her 
own independence* 

Flatter not her insane temerity; and though she 
still, in . effect, cry out, as throu^ long years of 
useless havock, she cried out to her writers — Pro- 
phecy to us smooth things, prophecy to us lies ; 
O naay no serious Christian, no reflecting moral- 
ist obey the foolish, the ruinous injunction! 

It is an awful crisis ! Englamd must fall if Ire- 
land du*ow herself into the protection of France ; 
a danger which, if Napoleon can effect a landing 
there, the late ministry's wise plan of Catholic 
toleration only could avert* 
, That fatal opposition to its salutary operation ; 
that hypocritic cry, ^' The church is in danger,'' 
which, as a likely effect of Catholic emancipation 
in Ireland, no soul above the grossly ignorant 
and vulgar class ever for a single moment be- 
lieved, must have alienated the great majority of 
the Irish people from the English government* 
Almighty God ! was this a time, these hours of 
peril, thus to revolt, thus to provoke a sister na- 
tion i Could not the loss of America warn us 
against that similar folly ? 

What cannot the energetic and persisting spirit 
of the invincible soldier effect? Ten thousand 
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Frendi on the Irish shona^ Irehnd k iott, zaA 
England undone. 

It will then, by univeratl acknowlec^men^ be 
easy for him to pour his myriads on our coa^; 
and Aink what a commander in chief we have to 
oppose him I Let us remember Holland, and 
wisely fear! Our volunteers are brave, but what 
can their inexperience do against the veteran sol* 
diers of France? They will die in defence of 
England, but, as they are without experieoce, 
without tactics, and under such an impotent 
commander in chief, they cannot save her. 

Who, therefore, that wishes her ezemptioa 
from the direst of all national evik, that of being 
the seat of war, will venture to say, still less to 
publish one word which has a tendoicy to widen 
animosity so big with destruction. 

Your tour asserts, that the French in general 
bate their emperor, thou^ he has raised their na- 
tional glory to a height unknown unce die re^ 
of Charlemagne. Ah ! remember how dear a 
similar persuasion concemii^ the republican prin* 
ciple cost the original invaders of France, and 
how fallacious it proved! 

As to Buonaparte's usurpation, you camiot be* 
lieve in the divine unalienable rig^t of kings, since 
in a Briton that tenet is Jacobitism, stamps our 
own glorious Revolution with crime, and brands 



our Third WilHam for an usurper; Let us not 
have one law for ourselves and another for our 
enemies! Liberal policy spurns the grovelling 
partiality. 

Conscious of the veeriii^ character vvhich tte 
French acquired at their Revolution, he takes strong 
and perhaps tyraimic measures to preserve his life 
and his throne. Yet should I think the danger 
to them imaginary, since that people know by 
experience, that the evils of despotism, however 
galling, are far less difficult to endure, far less 
injurious to human con&fort, than the uncertain- 
ty, the rancour, the violence, andsanguinaiystri^- 
gles of anarchy : — Anarchy ! which spares neither 
sex, age, or infancy, but points the sword, in turn, 
at every bosom. 

^ In each strong govenunent tho* tenon reign, 
Tho' tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain. 
How smaU, of all that homan hearts endure, 
That part wfaicli laws or kings can cmse, or cureP 

But all is misery, terror, and dismay in countries 
which are bloody theatres either of civil or foreign 
war. What are possible and raoiote dangers in ' 
comparison with that dreactful sitfiation ! England 
has now to choose between that or peace. 

Excuse this long remonstrance.-— I confess my- 
adf extremely darmed, 

VOL. VI. z 
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^ AadsBMife 



A patiMk for bit comtry r 

I abjure her guilt, but I deprecate its retribolory 
doom, and would £un see it a¥erted«->-^lliere if 
but one way. 

I have the honour to be^ Madam^ Su:. 



LETTtlR LXtV. 

Mrs Blore of Edenzor, Derbydiire. 

Augua 8, 1807. 

iVo molt kind, most interestii^ letters from 
dear M^ Blore, li^ biefore Aie uiia6kiio^e^^ed, 
the first of them bearing the long date of last 
April. My uneasy state of health, so vary in- 
competent to my epistolary connections, will ex- 
cuse me to a heart humade as yoiir^. 

With what generous enthusiasm does that first 
of your two letters p^nt your visit to my native 
Eyam ! — dear in itoelf, and doubly dear in your 
description, in your animated delineation of its 
striking features; of scenery which bears the 
stamp of heroic and connubial virtue, when the 



LETT&R tXlV. His 

dreadful pestilence last visited this island. It is 
from this letter that I first learn that it was my 
beloved father who discovered the curious an- 
tique cross, and placed it in the churchyard of 
that village. 

I had been much gratified by your son Wil- 
liam's remembrance of me in Athens, and in the 
r^ions of the Grecian nine, but for the indigna- 
tion I feel at his having allured you, by fallacious 
representation, to seek an home on the banks of 
Grassmere. Mrs Stokes, whose society I ^ have 
recently^ though transiently enjoyed, anticipated 
your account of the mortifying circumstance, the 
long expensive journey, the cruel disappointment. 
There is no guessing the motive of an account so 
flattering and imreali The poorest English pea- 
sant cannot live without a fire-place in his hut. I 
hope to Heaven Mr W. Gell forgot that there 
was not one in the chamberless cottage, to which 
he sent his mother. Mrs Stokes told me all the 
few apartments were in a ground^floor^ and that 
every flood throws its waters into rooms which 
have no refuge from their torrent. Could your 
son be ignorant of that other insuperable, bar to a 
constant residence in his house on the lake? 

I am most glad that you have resumed our 
dear native county, and obtained a comfortable 
residence in the lovely village, whence you have 
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mi^t and acoest to Chatswortk Fmk mi Immt, 
Md where the vara hearth, and the sauks and 
GODversaliofi of a few aodal and intdl^ent od^ 
hoim, may tea^ier the waiter's feFwity, warn 
when, on the snows of the opponte attd vast 
moontaiiis, the hyberaal saa hapoCeatfy ph^s. 

And MWy dear friend, I pass on to yoiar leeent 
letter. Mj sad heart SkUb all Am khKlasss at 
your continuing to address me on eadb unnwal 
day, stamped with the dire event, to addras ma 
with remeanbniaoes so consecrating. It Ca^ si* 
so unlh increased, instead of diminiriied pnngi, 
the melancholy accnmulation of die distaodng 
years. Every one, as it pasms, seeaM to pndi 
die dear image of our lost lamented firiend into 
dammw regions of the past 

During the first tweliwmonth of my prmtion 
I found a mouritful sweetness in being able to 
my to mysdf, — this day last year the friend of my 
soul illumiiiated this city, his own dear lichfiel^ 
the walls and surroonding bowers of my habita- 
don. Then came the dread amiiytrsavy 4o rob 
me of that precious consciousness ; and the ''this 
day two years,'' to which it roduced me, jbrought 
a douUing sense of privation. Tkne added a 
third year, and dismally widened the gulf be^oen 
the present and the pastr-*and now. a fimrth is 
come, and many are the inhabitants <tf a city 
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whose bri^test orHameut fhrongh fi loag period 
be WAS, many tbot aever bekeM^ nerer listened 
to hitn. That is wothei^ peinfnl eonsequence (^ 
the flight of time ; atid Ol since it is not in the 
po^eF of that universal overwhelmer to push him 
from my men^ry^ the shadow of those vast 
wingSy darkening the dear iau^e yet mpre and 
more^ increases the poignance of my r^ets. 
How dreary, how chilling cold is this growing 
distance ! how wide, how dark that gulf of ab- 
sence is already become ! 

A new disorder has assluled my frame, its na- 
ture obscure, its source inaccessible. The ex- 
terior effects are local inflammation, and violent 
itching, hard enough to be borne in the daytime, 
but in the night, ere I have been in bed five mi- 
tiutes, the fiery darts b^in to shoot wfth increas- 
ed and scarcely-supportaUe fury. What the dis- 
ease b, or how it will end, I know not; but from 
the time it commenced, Wecfaesday was a month, 
it has almost totally banished sleep from my 
bedw Thus when the n^ht comes, diough ex- 
cessively tired and weary, I dread to press my 
piflow, 

Yonrsell and Mr Longston of Eyam, so highly 
pMsmg my verses to the yoaAg Roscins, are very 
gratifying to iiy mnse. The discfiminadon of 
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that ptmise is extremelj ingenioiis. It is wortk 
while to write verses for sodi readers : — but ah ! 
praj tell Mr Longstoo, diat I foresee he will de- 
lay his purposed visit toXichfield, tiU diere shall 
be no one left theipe^ to whom he may speak the 
language of formr time ; with whom he may re- 
cal the years diat are fled ! Adieu I 



LETTER LXV. 

ROBBRT SoUTHBYy EsQ. 

Juguti 15, 1809. 

Fbrventlt do I thank you for a dearly weir 
come letter, and for the soon-following volumes. 
I am honoured by your condescending to consult 
me respecting some material alterations in the 
poem of my idolatry. Madoc appears to me a 
work too beautiful and great to stand in the smal- 
lest need of uiy alteration — ^yet the finale might 
receive added spirit and interest by your new. plan 
for it. If this poem had not passed the pressj I 
shouM have urged the execution of that design; 
but since it has over-stept the Rubicon, I fear that 
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a change so considerable may give triumph to the 
envious foes of its speedy celebrity, and, woe the 
while for human nature ! they are an host. 

Is there any dissention between you and Mr 

Coleridge, that many of his just admirers should, 

as they do, become the virulent aspersers of a 

poem far transcending all the beautiful produce 

tions of his muse ? Will not these stupid, or these 

base conspirators against its rising glory, adduce 

to the public such alteration as a proof of its aih* 

thor's distrust of its excellence i They who in its 

present state fail to perceive, or perceiving, have 

not die justice to acknowledge Madoc to be amoi^st 

the first poetry the world has produced, will not 

be induced to renounce their heresy by any still 

farther degree of perfection which the creative 

hand of its author might possibly impart ; while 

those who have sensibility to feel its excellence 

and grateful ingenuousness to proclaim it, will 

find its or^nal stock of interest, beauty, and 

sublimity, all in all sufficient. 

In every susceptible and generous bosom love 
and respect, heightened by compassion for his 
hapless destiny, must attach to Yuhidthiton, con- 
quered and wandering into exile. He seems to 
me, in some sort, the Hector of this epic ;— but 
I cannot think those sentiments towards him have 
any tendency to eclipse the image of Madoc in 



tfe heart of ike reader^ standnig there, as it does, 
•Hromded by tadi a mngled blaze of the wifte, 
the heroic, aad hmaane virtiies. 

Succasme edilioM of a gseat vork may safid j 
receife aajr meiely verbal akeralioDi which tiie 
avthor chooses to gire theai. I doiAt die po&cy 
of audi as respect die action ot characteaa^ even 
shonid they be impvoveaMnts* My opinjbn ask- 
ed, I hold it a duty of fricndnhip to p«e k finee- 
ly ; yrt to your matare consideration and snpeoDr 
jndgment I sohaiit my scmples. 

I take pride as well as pleasure in hariag, 
on its easiest appeasuee, foreteU, fdl, and 
conidently asserted die futnre glory of Ma- 
doc as a poetic work ; yes, witk a degree of c^^ 
tainty, a glow of heart and imagination, increaaiag 
on every reperusal, diat aissnies me I have not 
nnstakenits destiny* Therefose is it that I sivink 
apprehensive, even when its author^s hand ap* 
proaches to tondi so freely this ark of my cove^ 
nant widi unborn genesations. 

Yon sorprise me by saying that Madoc had 
passed die age in which love is necessury for an 
hdro. Does not GadwaUen.ask him, 

^ Are aken oo bettor jpaipoBei dtngtfd 
Vqt that yoimg am, that beart of noble bope. 
Sob of our kings, of old CaBsibilany 
Great Caradoc, bnmortal Artbin'f fine?* 



• 



*Hi£ epithet youf^ fixea Madoc in the reader'^ 
mind some years under tfaii*ty ; say twenty*seveB«-^ 
two years for tke voyage and his residence in A- 
mevica, another year for his repassing the seas and 
his stay in Wales, a fouith for bis return to A- 
roerica and final conquest of Aztlan, and he is 
then only thirty-one. Is it aft that age, at life's 
high noon, that men tose the propensity to love 
and marriage i I thought it the season at which 
men feel and inspire ardent passion. — Yes, indeed, 
if the poem had not been published, I should 
have persisted in imploring you for a wife for 
Madoc. You might easily have made one for 
him out of a rib or two of Coatel's abundant vir- 
tures ; as Deity is recorded to have formed Eve 
from' actual flesh and blood out of the side of 
Adam. 

Your testimony to the true merit of Addington 
as a statesman delights me. I have always felt 
and maintained it. Had 1^ remained at the 
hehn, without suffering hknself to have been bait* 
ed into resumption of the unequal and miserable 
contest with France and her victorious and able 
ruler, it had been happy for England. 

Your Portuguese history will doubtless be an 
admirable work. May it prove a great and warn- 
ing light to our ignorant and daring politicians ; 
shewing them the wretched folly of impossible 
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attempts upon Sooth Amerioa. Yet I speak 
what I wish rather than what I hope. Groond- 
less hopes, la^ririied treasure, and lavidied life, 
are die commodities in which they deal. Na- 
tiontl pride under any, die severest humiliation, 
will have cnterprize, no matter at what price. 
This furor Pitt fed, madness-pitch; and trudi^ 
i^ason, and eloquence combat it in vam. 
Adieu!* 



LETTER LXVI. 

Walter Scott, Esq. 

lAchfidd, Jug. U, 1807. 

Mt temper b not suspicious, nor prone to busy 
itself with imaginary evils. Not therefore to 
friendship chilled hy diat personal intercourse 



* The anllioi's correspondeiice with Mr Sontbey commeii- 
ced in the adddle of the preeent tomaier, by a letter wHh 
which he then hoooiired her. She is ttill penomlly anlmown 
to him. Having m former letten declared^ with troth, and 
in proof of the impartiality of her encomiumi on Madoc, tint 
ihe was every way, except by his poetiy, a ftFMiger to Ifr 
tonthey, ihe is indooed to add this note«—& 
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^hich has increased its warmdi on mine, did I 
impute yoor broken promise of an early letter on 
your return home, but solely to your expected 
press of electioneering business. Would to Hea- 
ven your silence had not been the consequence of 
more distressing circumstances ! 

I am gratified by your warm praise of my verses 
addressed to the young prodigy of the theatre. 
He performed here during a fortnight, and abso- 
lutely enchanted us all, at once by his inspired re- 
presentation on the stage, and by the unsoiled sim- 
plicity of his manners in private company, for he 
was much caressed and invited. By the manager's 
contrivance of placing my indispensable arm-chair 
between the first and second scene, I was, with- 
out the intervening glare of the lamps, enabled to 
see and hear him in a nearness of situation highly 
^ favourable to the ever-varying expression of his 
lovely features and impassioned countenance. I 
saw him in five of his best characters. 

Mr Mayne, a gentleman of genius and worth 
in this town, attached himself to the youth with 
all a brother's kindness ; took long morning walks 
with him t^te-i-t6te. He assures me the boy's 
heart is all truth and unaffected sensibility ; that 
his understanding is sound, and his imagination 
vivid. 

With such excellent qualities of bead and hearty 
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cahmted .by an intiiMite koowkii^ of Shake- 
speare aod otr oilier heat draanlic writer^ I 
diiok hb professioiial talents will have no gneat 
mas of what are called die cbnsBea* I)atid Gar* 
rick, though horn a gentlenan, harl not, I harve 
understood, much knowkc^e out ct the theatric 
paie. 

People who possess the kamed languages set 
a higher value upon them than perinps die^ de^ 
serve. ReccJlecliDg haw much time «id Uboin- 
tfaey hod spent in ae^piirmg theaii, they are un- 
willing to heiieve them dispensable in any gentle- 
man's education. The writers of Gh«at Britain 
eqittl, in every style of compontion, die proudest 
literary boasts of Greece and Rome, or those of 
any Uviag language. I camot suppoae that the 
being able to read thoughts and sentim^its, dther 
of verse or prose^ in foreign toi^es, which in 
equal force and beauty may be found in om* own, 
any great advantage to the understanding or ima- 
gination, or to be essential in die education of 
any young man not intended for divinity, physic, 
or law. 

Old Betty talks of placing his miraculous boy 
with a schoofamister of eminence at Shrewsbnry 
during three years, so soon as the presc^nt summer 
closes. I foresee no great good in the plan,— a»- 
tertain no hope that, should it be realized, a mind 
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Stored "witk poelie icjeas, and endbftnted by tbeir 

kiflueiice^ — aceustomed to universal attention, 

though tinq>oiIed by tbe honu^e, — ^used aLso to 

reign over the hearts of hjs audience, — will be 

able to employ hia thoughts on the coigugation of 

verbsj and the toil of translation, to gather husks 

of learning, when the seed-time and harvest-time 

of iafancy has passed by. Kemble is a scholar 

and a fine actor, hut his sister is a finer, and 

knows no language but her own. 

I was delighted to observe that Henry Betty's 

wonderful and unremitted exertions have not in* 

jured his constitution. His beautiful complexion 

has the deep glow of health, and his eyes its 

clearest lustre. His appetite is keen as Gil BW; 

he grpws fast, and is plump and stout, and his 

voice is recovering fast from its " mannish crack,** 

as Shakespeare calls it. One of the players told 

me that it had greatly improved in the preceding 

six weeks. On its first break he should have 

been removed firom the stage till it had acquired 

strength and fulness of tone. I believe it will be 

a very fine voice. The public have taken up the 

idea that it is spoiled^ and perhaps tfie prejudice 

will be hard of removal. How often does excel* 

lence combat pr^dice in vain ! 

If he lives and retains his health, tallness of 
figure will incjrease the power of that transcendent 

2 
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gittce of motioo already his ; and I have no doidit 
bat he will be a great and univeraal actor« Hia 
Loony Mactwolter has every eicdlence of Gvar* 
lick's Abd Dnigger ; the same simplicity of pure 
homoor, nothing inddbted to grimace and caii- 
catmre. He set his audience m a roar of langfater, 
without one lurking, betraying smile on his own 
countenance, — precisely the dirty, raggedy lousy 
Irish tramper, with that mixture of odd, wiU^ 
yet grave wit and credulous folly, whidi orark 
the character of the Hibernian peasantry, — and his 
brogue was native and incessant 

This astonishing trmsformaticm of half an hour 
from the graceful and infjpassioned Essex, sun^ 
moned to the block, and bending with agonized 
tenderness over his swooning virife, displayed to 
us all the versatility of his powers. 

Surely Word8#orth must be mad as was ever 
die poet Le6. Those volumes of his, which you 
were so good to give me, have excited, by turns, 
my tenderness and warm admiration, my con- 
temptuous astonishment and* disgust The two 
latter rose to their utmost hei^t while I read 
about his dancmg daffodils, ten thousand, as he 
says, in high dance ifi the breeze beside the river, 
whose waves dance with them, and the poet's 
heart, we are told, danced too. Then he pro- 
ceeds to say, that in the hours of pensive or of 

11 
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pained contemplation^ these same capering flowers 
flash on his memory, and his heart, losing its 
cai-es, dances with them again. 

Surely if his worst foe had chosen to caricature 
this egotbtic manufacturer of metaphysic import- 
ance upon trivial themes, he could not have done 
it more effectually ! Whenever Mr Wordsworth 
ivrites naturally he charms me, as in the Kitten 
and the Falling Leaves; Verses to the Spade of a 
Friend; Written on Brother's Water Bridge; 
The Sailor's Mother ; three or four of the son- 
nets, and above all the Leech- Gatherer, which is 
a perfectly original and striking poem. If he had 
written nothing else, that composition might 
stamp him a poet of no common powers^ llie 
sonnet written on Westminster Bridge^ is beauti^ 
ful, unaffected, and grandly picturesque. 

The ode, second volume, p. 147> is a mixture 
of his successful and unsuccessful attempts at 
sublimity. I delight in the five firiit , stai^as ; — 
then it goes rumbling down the dark profound of 
mysticism, whither my comprehension strives to 
follow him in vain. The lovely stanzas, are a 
manifest imitation of an ode of Coleridge's, of 
very superior beauty, beginning, " Well, if the 
bard was weather-wise," &c. 

An anonymous present of three volumes came 
to me lately: Letters from England, by Don 
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Mamiel Espnelb, tnttristdl from ike Sfsnh. 
On many subjects ihej form m 4eeply4eaiiied, 
mnd on all on which tfaqr trett, a veiy JUBOsmg 
work, aboundiBg m the oddest posnble seetarim 
anecdotes, aad her^dc history aad informtton. 
Of our customs and manners, mUional virtaes, pre- 
jttcUces, absurdities, and feults, it is afaitMbl pic- 
ture ; so faithAiI and comprehensire, as to mvke 
me doubt its ben^ a translation. I tlmk no 
foreigner either would or could take the troiAle 
of tracing, wtdi obserration at once so extended 
and mbute, die subde maze of national charac- 
leristics. 

These books appear to me likely to attract the 
attention of the higher class of readers, whom 
they are competent at once to interest and inform. 
They contain the best account I have seen of the 
Cumberland lakes. The author, ifrhether fo- 
reigner or native, has drawn and discriminated 
their different features in the most distinct and 
vivid tints. He enables us to perceive die pe- 
culiar fea|ure8 of each picturesque mirror, its in- 
cumbent mountains and marginal woods; and 
conveys to his reader certain singularities of ap- 
pearance, which no other tourist has noticed; 
which the eye of gemus perhaps could only have 
remarked. 

Two letters from the poetically-great Southqf 
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have delighted me much. My avowed sense of 
Madoc's poetic excellence having reached his ear, 
it procured me the honour of its author's corre- 
spondence. He excites my concern and indigna- 
tion by saying, that the profits on a year's sale of 
that glorious poem, amounted to L.5 : 17 : 1 ; a 
deep disgrace to the national sensibility and judg- 
ment. 

Critics, who are either incapable of feeling 
poetic beauty, and mistake sublimity for bom- 
bast, or fraudulently withhold the praise they 
know to be due, are alike the foes of individual 
genius, and of the national credit, when thus 
they labour to rob a first-rate poet of fortune 
wA of early celebrity. What caterpillars in the 
bright roses of poetry, what wasps and hornets on 
the feet of C!olossal literature, are such impotent, 
or such dishonest deciders ! 

If I live I shall hope to see you again my 
guest, and for a longer period than that of your 
first, and recent and dearly welcome visit, with 
all that kindness of heart and hilarity of spirit 
which arie so much your own, and which act 
upon our feelings like a May-day sun. Adieu 1 
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Captain Hasthtc** of tbe 88d Rf^inieitt, 



lickfield, S^, 7, 1807. 

Deile AasdiigSy any lient ib iMerced ^nd^ uti- 
goish bjr tbe tklii^ of jmuc CMkmkf. It is loi^ 
mce I. bttire been 80 terribly dioeked. My 
dMUghtB wander to your pfllow niuiy time* ewy 
faonr; indeed my sphrili hatrtf in no nUerv^mg 
instsnt, lost ike gloom in #biek diif event has 
wraptied dieni. The whole town monras fer 
youy even diose to whom you are only known by 
the fiiir report of your seldonire^fttalled ^^toes, 
bat none, except the General and Mis P%ot^ so 
deeply monm as myself* 

Good Heaven ! that when only foor of oitr 
officers suffiered, you diould be one! Yet you li 



* He Idst hte left arm in the firit action of that wBd «id 
most dishonoorable expedition. Captain Hattings had been 
three years in Licbfieldy aide-de<»nip to General P^» 
and in that time lost his beloved and excellent wife. For a 
Either acconnt of this gentleman, see some of the preceding 
and following letters.--^ 
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— jmiT wolittd, dioogb dreadfiili we are assurri 
-by your sufgeonsy will not prove mortal. That 
is our oidy. consoling hope. 
• And surely you, who so well desenre the good 
will and kind cilices of all who know you;— ^ 
yoU; who were as a nmiisterkig luigel by the 
jCouch of long-protracted suffering ! — O ! I hope 
you have humane friends who watch by you^ to 
administer every possible assistance and comfort. 
Alas! I often think — blessed b the departed, 
to have escaped the anxious misery which, by 
this event, she must have endured! Yet be 
cheered, my excellent friend I patient and col* 
lected I know you are, for where is there a firm- 
er spirit ? I pray to God to sustain and give you 
strength to recover from this cruel stroke, with- 
out irreparable loss of health, and then future 

- danger to a life so valuable, in this dreadful, tHis 
interminable war, may, and I trust will be, pre- 
cluded by the present misfortune. 

Yes, the tender father will be spared to his 
children !— your rulers will not send you into 
action again ! you will be permitted to return 
home so soon as you shall be well enough to 
bear the voys^e !— You will be restored to your 
situation here. Government will surely recom- 
pense you as it recompensed young Captain Le 

• Blanc, who lost his leg in battle seven years ago, 
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tnd was rewlutled, as they term h, by « colcmcii^. 
Alas! liow iDadequale to siich mtsfortunes are 
rank and emolument ! . 

But you will *come back to us ; — wUl Im to 
embrace your chiMreOy to witness tbeir growth, 
their improvement from year to year ; and, when 
yeur wound is healed and your health re-esta- 
blished, your frame will soon accommodate itself 
to its deplored loss ! On the testimony of my 
friendi Captain Arden, I know it vnil. Very 
mapy years past be lost his V^ht arm in a naval 
action, which he bad gallantly conduct^. In a 
few months he learned to write his fair charactars 
in equal fairness with his l^ft hand — to carve for 
himself; to dress hin^elf; aod^ as he wore a 
cork arm^ his mutilation vras often not perceived 
by strangers. He has told me that itsoon ceased 
to produce heart-ache or depns^sion of spirits in 
bis own consciousnes. 

YeS| dear H^tii^^ you will live to see many 
happy yearsj as happy as the l6s^. of one dearer 
to you than life or limb will permit you to be. 
Time leads back peace to the hearts from which 
jdel^ht has for ever fled away. Tha^ I {(:npw on 
my own experience. 

Miss Seward is infinitely concerned for ybu. 

There is not a man living of whom she things 

. inore highly. Major furrows has been ^i |fe- 
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land some weeks. We expect he will soon re« 
turn to us. The settlements are all arranged- 
He bas acted most disinterestedly in that arrange- 
ment. He will be miserable in knowing you 
misfortune. Miss Seward has not written to 
him since we knew it. She is a miser of her 
epistles^ — not one line that is not absolutely ne- 
cessary^ even to Major Burrows ; yet she writes 
with accuracy and sufficient elegance. Major 
Burrows' attachment to you is extreme, and as for 
^ dear brother wiH he grieve. 

I hope and trust you m^y be able to bear 
the home voyage ere the cold sets in on those 
northern shores. — Adieu! revered friend; very 
dear had your virtues and your soul's affliction 
rendered you to me ; and O ! how much dearer 
are you by your present suffering;-— but " Hea- 
ven will temper the wind to the shorn lamb." 
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RoBBRT South BTy Esq. 

Lichfield, Oct. 2B, 1807. 

You inquire if I haye read Don Maonel 
Bsprielk*! letten^ said to be tnuMbled from die 
Spanish. — ^Yes, and widi ii^iule amuaeiBent aadl 
interest. I raspect they are not what tbqr s^em : 
that no foreigBeri however iagenioiw and indos- 
tnousy could have ocdlected sudi a boc^ of in- 
formation concerning our Immb, cii8loins» man- 
nerS) pr^ndtces, sectaries, and auperstitioQSf and 
all noticed with such accuracy, and comnicQted 
uppn wkh so much spirit and good^ seme. 
Whether these letters have been written by some 
highly-ingenious English Roman Cadiolic, or the 
principles of that rel^on have been awwmied to 
excuse the keen lashii^ given to Protestant ab- 
surdities, I pretend not to ctecide. The puiify 
and ease of the language bears another testimony 
against die foreign claim of the work; it has 
the raciness of originality, not the lees of tranda- 
tion. 

In one of the assertions of this woric, as to 



tlie Superiority of Lady M. W. Mootague's let^ 
ters to all other published letters in our language, 
I am indeed surprised. From the time of my 
juvenile years, in which I read, alid on accoutit 
<>f their celebrity, re-read her two first Tolumeff, 
to that of my maturer contemplation of those 
published in later days, I have been invsu'iably 
impressed by what appears to me an otter dearth 
of sensibility, and a considerable dearth of the 
charts of fapcy. We find shrewd sense, some 
wit, with caustic spleen, and jealousy of contem** 
porary genius ; no affection, and little felicity pf 
description, except where voluptupils scenes and 
objects are described. 

Gray's letters have more wit, and a thousand 
times more imagination. In bis style there is coy 
elegance mid luminous beauty; in hers per^pi* 
<;uity, bi^t no lustre. Walpole's, though they 
have not much more of elevated imagination than 
Lady Mary's, have a thousand times more wit, 
and pby of ideas ; and they also evince that ener- 
getic attachment to his friendis, which i^ bers we 
seek for in vain. 

Though all of Pope's are not excellent, some 
of them are as superior to the best of hers, as is 
bis glowing poetry to her smart verses. Several 
also of Cowper's transcend her Ladyship's, much 
as Cowper's have be%u over-praised. 
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When die osteorible foiteigiier is Bitde to pfo- 
nouoce Dryden and Pope the bent Engliab poets, 
the real autlior was writing for hiaiy and not 
through him. No native, oqpaUe of writilig 
these admirable letters, could so have proooonced 
from bis own judgment On the contrary, no 
foreigner ever di4^ or perhaps ever can atUon that 
perfect knowledge of our language which nugbt 
enable him to comprehend the d^nity and beauty 
of our noblest blank-verse; consequently they 
will never perceive the superiority of Shakespeare, 
Milton, and Sduthey, to any writer that ever 
gemm'd the runic fetters with ideas even the most 
intrinsically poetic. 

Alas! the fate of our armies in Soudi America 
has anticipated that reasoning of yours on die 
subject, which I dare assure myself is all demon- 
strative truth ; and O ! the dreadful bunness at 
Copenhagen !•— eternal stain on British hinbf 
justice, honour, and humanity! The majority 
of the nation, obsequious to the powers that be, 
will 



: '* With neoeaslty, 

The tyrant*!! plea, excuse the devilish deed ;** 

and \s hen in the end it has produced real mbchief 
to this country, instead of fancied advantage, the 
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general and almost inevitable fate of all evil ac- 
tionS| tbey will continue to do^ what they have done 
through the whole course of this disastrous war, 
lay the consequences of ministerial guilt and folly 
upon the over-ruling power of Providence, and 
bring forth some obscure texts in the Revelations 
about calves and candlesticks, as shadowing forth 
the fate of France and England. O ! it is ill for 
states, as for individuals, when they choose to in- 
cur certain and atrocious guilt, rather than, dis- 
tant and contingent danger. 

The Reverend 'Henry White of Lichfield is a 
collector of ancient books and tracts. His friend, 
George Parker, Esq. of Cheshire, lately sent him 
Wharton's Almanack, published in 1662, the third 
year after Charles the Second's restoration. 

This curious old chronicle contains a list of 
the Welch kings, from the departure of the Ro- 
mans to the period in which Wales ceased to be 
a monarchy. They are forty-one in number, be- 
ginning with Constantine, of little Britain, or Ar- 
morica, and from him nominally travelling down, 
with the dates of each beginning reign, to 
^' 107B, Gru%th ap Conau. He (says this chrono* 
logist) reformed the Welch poets and 
minstrels, and brought others out of Ire- 
land to instruct the Welch. 
11S7* Owen Gwiueth ap Gruffyth ap Conan. 
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1159* David ap Oweo Gwkwdi. In im time, 
(auth this record,) Madoc, hk bfoAer, 
discovered part of die West Indies. 
1 194. Llwdio ap Jerwerdi ap Owen Gwia^. 
H40. David ap Uwelin ap Jerwerth* 
1246. Uwelin ap Gruffjtb ap Llwdin ap Jer- 
wertki the last prince of Wales of the 
British blood.'' 
This venerable and veritable tract does not, jou 
see, give its information^ which stamps your poem 
widi reality of basis/ as a tradition, but as a 
known fact; and we also learn from it, that liwe- 
Iin» the brave young hero, of your epic song, ob- 
tained^ at lengdi, the tiburone which his uncle had 
usurped; a fact which your readers must be soli* 
citous to know* 

Strange that an event of so much national in* 
terest as the first discovery of the western world 
by a naidve, after having been known in 6r»t 
Britain through so many centuries, should have 
receded from general consciousness. The reason 
must be, that the circmnslance, however interest- 
ing, did not produce here any important political 
consequences, of which it became so pregnant in 
Spain and Portugal. After all, it was unpatrio- 
tic in her sons not to preserve for their country 
the universal memory of a circumstance which 
transfers die glory of that great adventure from 
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the Genoese to the Briton. Recompensing is it 
now to find an event, tlius unaccountably obscured 
by tim^, recovered and ascertained ; to see it form 
the basis of the noblest epic work si|ice Milton. 



•f* For the betms of troth 



More grateftU touch the imderstandiiig's eye. 
Than all the blandishment of sound his ear. 
Than aU of taste his tongue." 

I was pleased to find Espriella's letters explain- 
ing the individuality of each criticism in the re- 
views ; that in all the various departments of lite- 
rature, history, or physic, divinity, politics, law, 
or philosophy, we have only one man's opinion of 
another man's work. More than once, in print, 
I have sliipt Uie veil of plurality from the single 
solitary Wight, who, in every one of these perio- 
dical olios, possesses his separate and unpartaken 
department; but the public still remains haunted 
by the vision of a co-adjunctive council-board. 
Adieu ! 
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I 

Mks Stokes. 

Uchfield, Oct. 25, 1807. 

Alas yes, it 'was. roy firiend whom you saw on 
the list of the wounded. — ^Hastings is wounded 
irreparablyi though not mortally; mutilated in 
the prime of youthful manhood, for he is not yet 
thirty, three ; the firmest, and yet the gentlest 
spirit that ever animated a pleasing and graceftd 
form. You were charmed by the intell^eace of 
his countenance, the unaffected grace of his man- 
ners, and the music of his voice in speakii^, 
during the transient period in which you converg- 
ed with him here. 

You ask me now of his story, and I shall give 
it you briefly as 'I may.— -Captain Hastings, of the 
d2d regiment of foot, is a distant branch of Lord 
Moira's family; his only inheritance a gentle* 
man's education aad his sword. When scarcely 
more than twenty-one he married a young Scotch 
lady, of gentle birth, but without fortune. Her 
sweetness of temper, energy of conduct, and the 
cheerful fortitude with which she sustained a Jin* 
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geriog and painful disease^ which she knew to be 
xnortal^ rendered her enpjnently worthy of tliat 
gallant and noble heart which she so devotedly 
possessed. • 

It is three years and a half since Mrs Hastings 
came to Lichfield with her husband, in a deep and 
hopeless decline. He attended General Pigot 
as his aide-de-camp, who is here for the district. 
Their three infant girls- were left at school near 
Edinburgh. To their mother's hapless situation 
the General remitted Captain Hastings's official 
duties. Through a whole year he watched, a . 
ministraut angel, by the couch of the sweet suf- 
ferer, not leaving her for a single hour, till, from 
gU its painful struggles, t|ie beatified spirit soared 
^way. 

Before time brings its healing aid, no consider- 
ation can assuage the anguish of everlasting sepa- 
ration from a being exquisitely dear. Poor Has- 
Itings's sorrows bore witness to that truth ; yet he 
paid the last duties, following the mournful pro- 
fession with a step of assumed ^rmness, though 
it trembled amid the struggle, and with a pale face 
of tearless agony. When, bending over the ^ropt 
coffin, his eyes looked their last, the tears, that 
would no longer be restrained, fell in floods on 
the plates. 

Lost to every surrounding object, (and many 
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people m'ere present,) it at length became neces- 
sary to urge his departure. At the voice of admo- 
nition he started wildly, and rushed back to his 
near lodghigs. On entering them he ftinted 
away, and, on recoverii^, shut himself up in his 
apartment, nor would see, during diree days, his 
most intimate friends, but received his food 
through the half-opened door. 

The instant he could be prevuled upon to quit 
the scene of his long-enduring woes, Greneral 
Pigot allotted to him an apartment in his hons^ 
and he received from him and from his lady 
every kind and soothing attention. A fotir-mondis 
leave of absence was soon granted, to pass them 
in Scotland widi his children. He returned in 
amended h*ealth and spirits. The Still voice <rf 
conscience was doubtless as oil upon the waves 
of anguish. 

Widely different in age, yet a similarity in our 
literary taste has united with my sympathy in 
bis sorrows, and formed a friendship between 
Captain Hastings and myself, which I dare be- 
lieve wBl extend to the last hour of my life's poor 
remnant. 

Immediately on his return from Scotland, he, 
out of his 'slender income, erected a monument 
in our cathedral to his beloved Agnes. Its 
simple elegance attracts every ey^; its modest 

2 
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praise of her so ju5tly dear, affects every feding 
heart. 

On the ^th of July last he sat in my dressing- 
rooin, expressing thankfulness for his situation 
with General Pigot, Mrhich, by its exemption 
from all self-expence^ enabled, him to defray that 
of his children's education. If, continued be, 
the tears gushing from his eyes, I drop, they are 
indeed orphaned. Ah! how shocked was I, the 
next morning, when -he called to say, that he 
bad received orders to join hb regiment on the 
instant, drafted off for the dreadful expedition to 
Denmark. 

An eight-days sail carried my brave, unfortu- 
nate friend to the devoted shore. On the morn* 
ing after our troops had landed in Zealand, the 
house of a respectable Danish family became ex* 
posed to the adverse fires of the contending 
parties. It consisted of a man and his wife, three 
children, and the aged grandfather. 

The husband implored C2ptain Hastings, who 
had expressed humane compassion for them, to 
use his interest to pi*ocure their passport from 
that scene of peril. It was two days before it 
could be obtained. Hastings then flew to the 
sufferers^ informing them that he had not only 
obtained the desired grant, but also that of a re- 
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gimetital cart to oontej them from that perilous 
situation. 

Ah^ Sir! exfilaimed the uafaafyy man» weep- 
ing, your goodaess comes too late. We have 
not tasted food these two days ; my wife^ my fii* 
ther, my infants are perishing. Too weak to 
.travel, we must stay and die. Captain Hastings 
instantly took the wallet from his shoulder, which 
contained that day's provision, and placed it he- 
fore the famished maQ ; he also begged from his 
brother-officers a portion of theirs, sufllcient to 
recruit the fainting strength of the whole group, 
who, delivered from impending death, doubtl^s 
went on their way Messing their kind and generous . 
preserver. 

The next morning Sir David Baird came up 
to Hastings — ** You have led your company iuto 
a too exposed situation, take them instantly into 
one of less peril." The moment he had uttered 
these words a twenty-four pound cannon-ball tore 
off Captain Hasting9*s left arm; and dashed to 
pieces the head of his friend and lieutenant, whose 
brains, mixing with my dear friend's blood, filled 
the collar of his coat. 

Hastings did not fell, but, with his arm hang- 
ing near his feet, walked a quarter of a mile 
through 9 heavy cannonade. Then, having pas- 
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sed the line of battle^ he sat ou a stone, aiid suf- 
fered immediate amputation. 

He 4ay forty-eight hours on wheaten- straw in 
a hovel. The ears of the straw, insinuating 
themselves through the bloody collar, added 
tfaeir torments in these painful hours. At length 
he was removed to the commissary's house, who 
resigned hb bed to him, and watched him, and 
comforted him with a brother's kindness. 

The regularity of tlie sufferer's past life, the 
$weetness of his temper, and his cheerful pa- 
tience, made recovery rapid. He had no fever^ 
though much annoyed by strange nervous sensa- 
tions, which represented the lost arm and hand 
as still attached to his body, with perpetual con- 
vulsive openings and closings of the imaginary 
fingers, which often seem to dart their nails into 
the clenched palm. He has not, to this instant, 
lost the incessant recurrence of Uiese cruel sensa- 
tions, which must be as though the jptiantom of a 
dear departed friend were ever in one's sight, mute, 
companionless, ghastly. 

On his home-voyage he was dreadfully afflicted 
by the consequences of tempestuous weather, 
which continually beat the unhealed stump against 
the sides of the cot in which he lay. 

On the 29th of last month he walked into 
my dressing-room, pale and emaciated, but smil- 
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kig cheerfvUfi and stretchn^ towards me bk 
only band. Never were joy and grief so minted 
in my aool ; diey shodL my wbde frame asud de- 
leted my eyes. 

^ I am well^'' said be, " my kind fnend ; I am 
bappy, my app^e is good : in the daytime I 
combat my involmitMy pbantaries by div^rtiog 
my attention from tbem-^wben tbey shall cease 
to break my rest, my health will become firm.— 
My children have yet a father ^ 

Dependence on bis reestablished health is not 
go lively with ine. I fear he is deeply shaken. 
— Something of ^lastliness lurks beneatb Us 
smiles. 

Surely government will make some recom- 
pense to this excellent young man, bl^bted in 
his. prime in their cause. Recompense! — alas, 
nor professional rank, nor all the gold in die trea- 
smry can do that ; but a portion of it for bis desr 
childrens s2ke would be welcome. Adieu ! 



L&TTB& LXX» S67 



LETTER LXX. 

Walter Scott, Esq. 

Lichfield, Nov. 5, 18G7. 

You observe that Southey has not beeo atten- 
tive to his kiterest — 1 conclude you mean, by not 
having sold his copy^right. If he bad done so^ 
the loss on its torpid circulation had probably 
been the purchasing .bookseller's. Still the re- 
views are the sources of the mischief. Justly 
does he observe, that though malice and enyy^ 
through the bieath of a reviewer, have npt uUi* 
mately the power to blast one laurel-leaf, yet may 
diey mildew a whole field of com. 

Perhaps he did offer his copy-right to sale. 
Alas! for the depraved spirit of the times, in 
which pacific principles are deemed guilt, wh^ 
ncarJy all the reviews are so unjustly partial U> 
die powers that be, as to pronounce upon th^ 
work before them, not according to its merits 
4but tlie party of its author ! > What boofcsell/er 
would venture to give a fair price for aQ eminent 
composition, known to have proceeded from a 
declared and uniform loe to the operative pojiitic^ 
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of the last fifteen yean? The less would heven* 
ture to do it, from being aMrare, as every person 
must be, that diose ruinous politics have been 
more and more rooted in Ae henits of the people 
of England in general, bj every one of those re- 
sulting mischiefs, whidi we might naturally ex- 
pect would have torn them up, and scattered 
them, like chaff before the rising storm. 

Only a few extracts from the silly^ided poon, 
Epies of the Ton, honre met my ej€ m one of 
^ reviews, whirh I accidentrily took up. I 
^MMqiht then that species of satire which diews 
Its teetfi without being able to bite ; but die pub^ 
tic will, through its odious lust of personal defiir 
lUtftion, fcncy it bites, and dmt is enough to ^ve 
tho'^tiiaiA general reading and present eclat I 
have Jnt) desire to diew any more of its Aistles. 
Satire' must be tiiorougfaly deserved, and ks a«- 
tfaW ikiriy^ acknowledged, to afford me any 
9peeies ^f i^a^nre in. the pen:^. The screened 
^assassin, either of laknts or of moral diaiiKte, 
is hateftA to mf aa Ae Monious miuiderev. As I 
%ish the hitler to be swept from the ear^ by 
public justice so do^ I wi3h the former m^ 
perish instantly on the records, of literfiture by 1^ 
total Aunine of readers. 

Dear Hastiogs, of whom I wrote to you last 
Jammi^y, reeommendisg him to yous notide-Qohis 



resklence 9t EdiiAdrgbi whioh rdcommendatioti 
your absence at that period rendered friiitkfls> hdg 
lost au arm ia.the disgraceful invasioii of Den* 
mark. No supposed peril to this country can 
excuse^ or ef&k extenuate its perfidy. It is tvith 
atates as with individuals ; better perish than live 
hy crpel and dishonest measures. That principle 
once abtmdonedy tbereis.no end of the derelitn 
tion;' we forfeit all claim to the protection of 
God^ and roin meets us in the maaes of guilt. 

I am told that the man who reviem-ed Madod 
in the Critical Review fodr January 1806, .is a 
noted mildewer on the profits of the noblest verse; 
a gentleman who has laughed himself out of all 
sensibility and respect for character or composi* 
tion^ whatever excellence may attach to it. In 
the same spirit he has reviewed Wordsworth's 
two last volumes. Many of their contents lie 
fairly open to the reprehensive disdain of even a 
just critic ; but beautiful emanations of true ge- 
nius adorn several of the compositions^ and make 
them genuine poetry. Not one of these are 
thrown into the contrary scale ; but all is splene- 
tic invective^ And thus the public, imposed 
upon by the plural we, persist in being haunted 
by the phantom of a literary council-board, 
where, in reality, sits one solitary coxcomb, decid-* 
ing upon claims he knows not to appreciate. 
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Why wtt^not Ibe BW of Mrim oadenftMi lUi? 
To undertlaiid it wmiid \Hmmlktft3fHmtj of re- 
TiewHniscluef, end gready serve the owe of Ike* 
ratore. 

On Monday last my jomag co«^ Mies Se- 
ward, whom you saw at my house, was very ad- 
wmtageoiitiy married to Major Bunrowes, late 
of Ibe d8th regimeut of fool, the hev to a large 
estate, and m bknself ail tfiat a reasonable yooog 
woman can desire in a faosbnd; esteemed and 
beloved by ail who l^now him* 

DeaTj and iMimired friend, adieu ! 



THE END. 
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